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The furious mate made a rush for Tom, and the· boy- :fled. Unluckily his foot caught in a piece of
rope, tripping him, and he fell heavily to the deck. , A yell of exultation escaped
Hawley as he pounced upon the boy.
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TAKING FORTUNE ON THE WING
By A SELF-MADE MAN
the lad, in answer to the Captain's not over-friendly observation, "now that father is de.ad and mother has only
me to depend on. I'd rather stick to the water-seeing that
TOM WHITNEY AND CAPTAIN KEDGE.
I'm used to it, having worked up and down the coast aboard
"So ye want to ship aboard the Polly Ann for the season, the sl.oop for the last year with father-than tackle anydo ye, Tom Whitney?" bellowed Captain Kedge, glowering thing ashore. I'm willing to go for half a share--"
"Oh, ye are?" replied Captain Kedge, sarcastically.
upon the boy with his sinister, steely blue eyes. "Think
"I suppose that's about all you'd consider me worth until
ye'd like to learn mackerel-catchin', eh?"
The Captain was standing before the door of his cottage, i I got the knack of handling the seine and the fish. As for
which was situated on the brow of an elevation overlooking doing my share of working the schooner, 'I'.m sure I can
Gloucester harbor, with his ponderous legs spread out like hold my own with any one 'round Glo'ster."
"Ye mean ye think ye kin," grinned the skipper, with
a pair of dividers, and his rough, horny hands clasped bea malevolent look in his eyes. "I've heard lubbers like you
hind his broad back.
He had a black sou'wester on, and his big face was ma- talk that way a.fore."
"I'm not a lubber, sir," answered Tom, with a trace of
hogany colored and bearded.
Everybody in town knew Captain Nat Kedge, who owned indignation in his voice. "Father said--"
the schooner Polly Ann, had an interest in half a. dozen · "I don't keer what your father said," snorted Captain
other fishing vessels, and owned several cottages in the Kedge. "There's a heap of difi'renc~ 'tween what ye did
town as well, but nobody really liked the man, for he was aboard the sloop and what ye'll be called on to do aboard
rough in his manners, outspoken, sometimes to an offensive the Polly Ann, if so be ye are ready to ship and I'm willin'
degree, in his -conversation, and was without an ounce of to take ye."
"I know that, sir, and I'm ready--"
consideration for a tenant who was behind in his rent, or a
"Ye know it, do ye?" and the Captain grinned again,
member of his crew who incurred his displeasure.
There were other reasons, too, why Tom Whitney should more maliciously than before. "Well, if ye know it, then
have considered him the last captain to apply to for a job; ye won't have no cause to complain if ye don't find every·
but for reasons of his own the boy had brushed them aside thin' to your likin' when ye get out'n blue water. Mackereland had called that bright, sunny spring mqrning at the catchin' ain't no kid-glove business-I reckon you underJ stand that. It's a hard life and one full of chances . . Every
Kedge cottage and asked the skipper for employment.
"I've got to turn my hand at something, sir," replied man may have a hundred. dolla.rs to his credit afore the
CHAPTER I.
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first week is out, and then ag'in we may cruise a month and a s1iit of comparatively new store clothes that fitted him
not make enough to pay for our ice. Ye'll find plenty of to a nicety.
His father, tho late Captain Joel Whitney, had been in
work, and hard work at that, my cock robin. And there's
perila waitin' on every minute of the night ancl day. They the coasting trade between Boston and various down-east
come when ye least expect 'em. Does yer mother know ports, and Tom had served about a year's apprenticeship
that ye've come to me on this errand?"
aboard the sloop Martha Perkins.
'rhe widow had sold this craft, and the good-will of her
The speaker looked hard at the boy, with a curious exhusband' s trade, to a Gloucester man, who had rechrispression in his face.
tened her the Sally Peasley.
" No. I thought I'd see you firs~."
"I s'pose ye've tried other skippers afore ye came to me?"
When Mrs. Whitney was Martha Perkins, one of the
"Several; but I was late in making application, so there prettiest girls of Gloucester, her most persistent admirers
was ho opening."
1rere Joel Whitney, an enterprising young fellow of twenty~
"Ye need the money, I dare say, or ye wouldn't have six, and Nat Kedge, a man of thirty, who had just pushed
come to me at all?"
himself to the fore ·as mate of a Gloucester trawler.
Miss P erkins was won by Joel Whitney, and Nat Kedge
The boy was silent.
"Why did ye think there was a chance for ye or any one never forgave his successful rival, though there was no
else on the Polly Ann, when she's got her ice aboard an<l open rupture between them.
During the eighteen years of Whitney's married life he
liable to be off at the next flood?"
"I heard that Ned Brown--"
'yas more or less handicapped by adverse circumstances,
Captain Kedge ripped out an oath.
while Nat Kedge, on the contrary, was uniformly pros" The blessed varmint deserted at the last minute. Ye perous.
heard that, did ye?" said the ?kipper, savagely.
The la1~er part of Martha Perkins's friends therefore
. "I only heard that he' d left and gone to Boston," re- believed she made the mi~take of .fler life when she turned
plied Tom, quietly.
Nat down for the handsomer and younger Joel.
"It won't be healthy for him if I ever set my hands on
"Am I to understand that you will take me if my mother
him, I kin tell ye that. He signed for the :;:eason, the vil- is willing ?" asked Tom Whitney, after Captain Kedge' s
lain, and after reportin' for duty, and puttin' in the bes t last remark.
part of a day, the first thing my mate, Buck Hawley, tells
"Yes," nodded the skipper, with a curious look in his
me is that he managed to get his clunnage and boltedf So eyes, " I'll talrn ye. Ye kin tell your mother that I'll make
ye. are lookin' for his place, Torn Wl1itn ey, .eh? Y ~ look a sailor and a fisherman of ye for old time's sake."
1>t:rong and he11rty, ap.d I dare say I mi,;M strain a, p'int
"I'll tell her," replied the boy; "and I'm much obliged
.11.nq take ye, if so be it yotlf ·mother is wi]lin'. Bi1t, bear to you, Captain Kedge, for the chance."
in mind, ye mustn't expect no favors <Lboard the P olly Ann .11
"Ye're welcome. By the way, I hear there's a mortgage
"I'm not asking for any favors, Ca.p'n K ec1ge," rep}ied on your co ttage. Eight or nine hundred dollars, ain't it?"
the boy, ~o:rnewhat pro1idly. "All I want is a square deal." · "Yes,'' answered Tom, a cloud coming over his face.
The CQ.pta,in leered :in an up pleasant way when he re"Held by Ec1'ard Flint?"
plied:
The boy nodded.
"Ye kin tell yom mother I'm thinkin' of buyin' it.;'
"Ye'll get a square deal if ye desarve it. But if ye go
"Buying the mortgage, sir?" exclaimed Tom, in surprise.
for to cut up any monkey-shines ye'll wish ye' d never been
"Why not? It ain't the first I've bought, nor mebbe
born~by the Lord Harry, ye will."
Most boys would have thought twice a.f ter Captain will it be. the last. I'm makin' money, year in and year
Kedge's words about signing with him, for there was a out. I don't keer to have it lie idle in the bank. I own
sinister import about his remarks that promised unpleasant six houses already, boy, if ye want to know, and I hold
conditions; but 'l'om Whitney took the implied threat mortgages on six others. The Polly Ann earned all them
for me, and an interest on four more smacks that ·sail out'r
lightly.
He was thoroughly convinced in his own mind that he Glo'ste:r harbor. Ye kin tell your mother that, too, if ye've
wo1ilq be able to make good aboard the Polly Ann, and a mind to, though I dare say she knows it already, for a
therefore he did not anticipate trouble.
man oan't s1rnke his foot ashore but every one hears about
It is true he had heard a whole lot about the Captain's it. Mebbe I'll call on your mother this arternoon, if Deacon
methods, but he could not bring himself to believe that one- Flint and me comes to terms over tha.t mortgage. In the
half of the stories were true.
meantime, if ye're goin' on the schooner ye want to shako
Of course, he would have preferred to serve under an- a leg, for we sail at the first of the flood in the mornin'.
other skipper if he could have got the chance.
I'll send word to Hawley that he may look for ye along in
Harry was a well-built young fellow, of sixteen or there- the arternoon. Ye'll find the Polly at Carpenter's Dock
abouts, with clear-cut, resolute features, lightly touched till five o'clock, when she'll pull out in the harbor. Ye kin
with sea-tan, dark eyes, and crisp hair, cut short.
go now and fix it up with your mother."
His athletic frame was set off to excellent advantage by
Thus speaking, Captain Kedge turned on his heel and
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"\Yell, mother, what do you. say? Shall I report aboard
entered his house, one he had foreclosed upon and bought
in from an unlucky mortgagor, while Tom Whitney hurried of the Polly Ann this afternoon? I haven't more than
toward his mother's humble cottage to get her consent to time to get my duds together after dinner and buy a number of things that are absolutely necessary. The schooner
his shipping on the Polly Ann.
will trip her anchor at the first of the flood to-morrow
morning."
CHAPTER II.
"I don't like you to go, Tom," said the little woman,
THE SHADOW OF CAPT.A.IN KEDGE FALLS ON THE WHITNEY
wistfully.
COT'rAGE.
"Neither am I anxious to leave you and Ruth, even for
Mrs. Joel Whitney was still a good-looking woman at
which may be the extent of our first trip, if the
week,
a
thirty-seven, and her widow's weeds did not in the least
Polly's usual luck stands by her; but I don't see how I can
detract-from her personal appearance:
She was in the kitchen preparing dinner when Tom hur- better myself, nor do anywhere near as well. Last season
the crew of the smack made one hundred and forty dollars
ried into the house.
"Where is mother?" asked the boy of his sister Ruth, apiece on their first trip, and the Polly wasn't away a full
who was a delicate girl, and consequently unable to do much week. Now, wit-h similar luck I'd be entitled to half that
amount, or seventy dollars. Think of that, mother! Sev'
toward the support of the family.
"In the kitchen. What's the matter, Tom? You look enty dollars would be a godsend to us now." ·
"It would, indeed. I could pay the interest on the mortexcited, asked Ruth, with a curiosity natural under the
gage and meet my bills."
circumstances.
"Of course you could. And Ruth could give up embroid"You'll know by and by, Ruth," replied the lad, as he
hurried out of .the sunny sitting and dining room into the ering those infant socks she receives from Boston, which
short passage which led to the one-story addition used as pay so little and are so trying on her eyes. Then there's
the rest of the season to be heard from," continued Tom,
the kitchen.
"~other," cried Tom, eagerly, "I've as good as shipped enthusiastically. "I ought to make three hundred dollars
for the mackerel season. All I need is your permission, and altogether. That would put us on easy street and give me
a chance to look around for something else."
then I'll put my signature to the articles."
"I wish it was any other vessel than the Polly Ann,"
The widow's smile at the appearance of her stalwart son,
whom she almost idolized, vanished at his words, and a said Mrs. Whitney, with an ominous shake of her head.
"I've heard pretty hard things about the way the men are
troubled look came into her face.
found
you
treated aboard of her sometimes."
"I was in hopes you'd given the idea up when
"So have I, mother, but I don't take ·much stock in those
that all the vessels had shipped ~ full crew for the season.
How did it happen that you have found an opening at the stories. Most of the crew who go out this season have
last moment?"
sailed with Cap'n Kedge before, and he couldn't hold one
"I heard this morning that Ned Brown, who signed with of them longer than they stepped ashore if he didn't handle
them white. The men of Glo'ster, mother, are not slaves,
Captain Kedge--"
"Captain Kedge !" gasped the little woman, with an in~ these days, at any rate."
describable look in her eyes. "You don't mean to say
The little widow shook her head doubtfully.
that--"
"Your father has told me more than once that Captain
"Yes, mother; I mean to say that he has agreed to take Kedge carried a high hand at sea, and his mate is worse."
"Most cap'ns rule with few words, and they're usually
me in place of Ned Brown, who, jt appears, deserted yesto the point. They don't stop to choose their la.nguage,
terday from the Polly Ann and has gone to Boston.''
"Did Captain Kedge ask you to go?" she asked, in a either. When a chap tries to shirk his duty he must expect
·
hushed tone.
to be handled without gloves. It is possible Cap'n Kedge
"No, mother. I called to see him at his house and put has had a good many such fellows to deal with, and I
the :eroposition to him myself. He didn't seem over-anx- guess he shows them little mercy. A man who knows his
ious at first to take me, but later on he said if you were business, and lives u.p to it, gets a pretty square deal, as a
willing he'd ship me, and make a sailor and a fisherman rule. I think it's a case of 'give a dog a bad name and it
of me for old time's sake."
will stick to him' with Cap'n Kedge. He couldn't keep
"For old time's sake?" repeated Mrs. Whitney, in a low good men if he didn't treat them right, and he couldn't
tone.
make the successful hauls he does right along unless he had
he
me
told
also
He
words.
"Yes, mother, those were his
good men. It stands to reason, then, that the skipper of
on,
holds
Flint
Mr.
was thinking of buying the mortgage
the Polly Ann can't be as bad as he's painted," said Tom,
our cottage. He seems to have money to burn. He told with a sort of triumphant wag of his head.
me to tell you he would probably call on you this afterThe boy's argument was good, but for all that the little
noon if he and Mr. Flint came to terms."
woman was not convinced.
The little widow changed color and placed her hand on
Still, she thought that her old suitor would treat her
her heart.
boy well for her sake, especially as he had hinted as much.
The news did not seem pleasant to her.
To say the truth, she did not care to have the Capmin
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call on her; neither was she particularly pleased to learn
"She isn't over-anxious for me to go, anyway, and I
that Captain Kedge proposed to purchase t11e mortgage guess she'd rather l'd not go out with the Oap'n, but it's
on the cottage from ·~rr. Flint, the mortgagee, for she the only chance I have. I must either take it or look for
feared he had some other purpose in view than merely t~ something else. As we need money badly, I'd be a fool
invest his surplus capital.
·
to turn down a money-maker because people say the skipper
. 'Torn, having won his mother's reluctant consent to his is a hard man to work for."
shipping on board of the Polly Ann, went into the sittingRuth remained silent and went on with her embroidery .
room to wait till dinner was ready and to break the news work.
to Ruth.
The conversation, however, wrrs not renewed, as Mrs.
"Oh, Tom, are you really going mackerel-catching?" the Whitney presently put the dinner on the table, and after
girl U$kcd him, almost tearfully.
Tom had eaten all he wanted he went out to ma.ke some pur"That's what I am, Ruth," he answered cheerfully.
chases for his trip to the mackerel grounds.
"We shall be so lonesome, mother ·and I, without you.
How long do you expect to be away?"
CHAPTER III.
"It is uncertain. Possibly a week, bu't more likely ten
THE SPUNKY MISS WILSON.
days, or even a fortnight. Some smacks have been out
When Tom got his duds packed in a small sea chest
three .weeks or a month before they made their haul."
which had belonged to his father he started out to make
' "How much do you expect to get in the way of wages?"
one call.
"The business of fishing is conducted upon the system
He wanted to say good-bye to Amy Wilson, a pretty,
of ~hares. That is, half the value of the catch, after out- golden-haired miss, a friend of his sister's, with whom he
fitting expenses have been deducted, goes to the owner of was quite chummy.
the vessel and half to the crew. . Although the skipper and
Her father was captain of a three-masted schooner that
cook are not required to take part in the actual business of carried lumber from a Maine port to Boston and New
fishing, each of them receives a full share. The cap'n gets, York.
.
in addition, four per cent. of the value of the catch, and
The Wi1sons lived in a pretty cottage not far from the
the cook has regular wa.ges."
bay.
"What does the load of fish usually bring?"
Amy's mother had sent her to a store in the neighbor" 'l'hat depends altogether on the market, Ruth. . The hood on an errand, and she was returning home when she
first catch of the season is usually the most profitable one,' met Dave Hawley, son of the Polly Ann's mate, a boy for
as they are generally packed in ice and carried into the whom she entertained a ·great dislike.
market fresh. Last year the Polly Ann's first trip nett~d
Dave, on the contrary, was much impressed by Amy's
over three thousand dollars in bulk. After expenses had good looks and sprightly ways, and he took advantage of
been taken out, and Oap'n Kedge had taken his four per every opportunity to seek her company.
cent. rake-off and his half as owner, the full shares amountHe was a big lout of a boy, strong and muscuJar, but not
eel to one hundred and forty dollars per man of the crew. active.
·
As I'm not an experienced hand at fishing, I've agreed to
He had sandy hair and sallow skin, and if he had ever
go out i'or half rates. I expect to make anywhere from had any good looks they had been spoiled by an attack of
forty to seventy dollars on the first trip."
the smallpox, which left his face full of shallow indenta." As much as that .?" exclaimed the girl, to whom snch tions.
sums seemed almost prin~ely in the family's straitened
He didn't seem to have sense enough to see that his atcircumstances.
tentions were unwelcome to Amy; or, if he did, he had
"Yes, as much as tha.t," nodded Tom, confidently.
nerve enough to persevere where he was not wanted.
"It's a lot of money," replied Ruth.
"Hello, Amy," he said, with a grin, planting his burly
"To us, yes."
frame in front of her. "I'm goin' sail in'. Don't you want
"It's a good deal of money to make, anyway, in a week, i.o come along?"
or ten days, or even two weeks."
"No," replied Amy, decidedly. "I don't."
"A chap earns it, all right, for it's tough work It will
"Why not?"
be harder on me, as I'm a greenhorn at it."
"I don't care to go sailing. I a.m in a hurry to get
"When are you going away?"
home, so please let me pass."
"I shall report aboard the Polly this afternoon some
"Ho! You ain't in no hurry," grinned Dave. "I seen
time."
you ~omin' along for a block,"nnd you was takin' it as easy
"Are you going with Captain Kedge ?" a$ked Ruth, open- as could be. Say, why can't you be friendly with a fellow?
ing her eyes.
You know I like you. You kin go sailin' with me just as
"I am."
well as you kin ~ith Tom Whitney. I seen him take you
"Did yo·u tell mother so?"
out t'other afternoon."
"Yes."
"Supp6se he did? I can choose my company, can't I?"
"And does sh1;1 approve---"
she replied, with considerable spirit.
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"Do as I tell you!" cried the spunky girl, stamping her
"Do you mean to say I ain't as good company as him
foot.
snarled Dave, his protruding eyes snapping spitefully.
"I'll. do it for you, Amy, 'cause I like you," said Dave,
"I don't see that it's necessary for me to offer any explanation of my actions to you, David Hawley," :fl.ashed tho reluctantly rolling down his sleeves; "but just wait till I
.
ketch him alone, that's all.''·
girl, in no uncertain tones.
With a look o.f malice at Tom, Hawley turned on his
"Oh, you don't, eh? I s'pose I aiU:.t good enough for
you 'cause we don't live in a nice white cottage with green heel and walked off down the street, mutteri~g threats
·
blinds like you. Well, I want you to know that my old ma;u under his breath.
looked
affair
the
over
was
it
that
now
for
laughed,
Tom
is just as well off as yours, and mebbe better."
rather ridiculous to him.
"That has nothing to do with it," she replied.
"I never thought you were such a spunky girl, Amy,"
"Then why don' t you let me keep company with you if
I want to? What do you want to go with Tom Whitney he said, with a smile. "Why, your eyes.actually fl.ashed
for? His old woman ain' t worth a cent. Old Man Flint .fire."
"Did they?" she laughed, the h.eightened color gradually
has a mortgage qn their house, and it won't be long, I guess,
afore th ey're sold out, bag and baggage. I hope it'll be fading from her £ace.
"Sure. S'pose he had refused to do as you wanted--did
soon," he added spitefully.
"You wicked boy, how dare you talk that way!" cried you mean to pitch into him yomself? You looked almost
mad enough to do it."
Amy, wrathfully.
"Hardly that, Tom," smiled the girl. "I'm afraid you
"'Cause it suits me to. I hate Tom Whitney, and one
must think me very unladylike. But if you only knew how
of these days I'll punch his head for him."
"I'm much obliged to you; Hawley, for your kind inten- he provoked me before you came. I can't bear the sight
tions," Spoke Up another VOiCe at this juncture, "but if YOU I Of that boy, and yet he's always forcing himself Upon me.
If he speaks to me again I shall certainly tell him in a very
punch my head it'fi be when I'm asleep."
Dave Hawley and Amy Wilson both turnefi around and few word s what I think of him."
"And if he tries to do as he threatened a moment ago
.
found themselves face to face with Tom Whitney.
"Oh, Tom!" exclaimed Amy, her pretty face wrellihed he may find I 'm a tougher proposition than he figures on,"
grinned Tom.
in smiles, "I'm so glad to see you."
· "I do hope that you won't have any trpuble with him,
"And I 'm glad to see you, Amy. Going home?"
Tom," said Amy, a bit anxiously.
"Yes."
" I'm not likely. to for some little time, as I · expect to
"Then I'll go with you, if you don't mind."
"I shall be delighted to have you do so. Mother was leave Glo'ster early in the morning."
"Leave Glo'ster early in the morning!" exclaimed the
speaking about you this morning."
As Dave listened to this brief interchange of talk be- girl in surprise.
"Yes. I'm going mackerel fishing this. season on the
tween the girl he was soft on and his "hated rival" his face
Polly Ann."
grew as dark as a thunder-cloud.
"Are you, really?"
Then he recollected the answer Tom had given to his
am, really. I was on my way to say good-bye to you
"I
rage.
with
white
aggressive remarl, and he grew
I saw you talking to Dave Hawley."
when
"You think I can't punch your head, do you ?" he roared.
"You won' t be away over a week or two at a time, will
"I kin wipe the ground with you, and that's what I'm
I
•
goin' to do. You' ve been puttin' things into this here girl's you ?"
"I hope not."
head ag'in me, that's what you have. She wouldn't treat
"Well, that's better than if you were going to Boston or
me the way she done now if you hadn't. I kin lick you
somewhere else, to remain away for months. Your mother
with one hand, and I ' m goin' to do it right now."
"You' re going to do nothing of the kind, David Haw- and sister will miss you greatly."
"They're bound to do that. You mnst go and see them
ley," cried Amy, stepping between the boys.
"Who's goin' to stop me?" he asked sneeringly, as he ' as often as you c~. ·You'll do that, won't you, Amy?"
'
"Why, of course I will."
·
began to 'roll up his sleeves.
Tom walk(ld to the Wilson cottage, and Amy persuaded
"I am," she answered.
"Amy, please stand aside," i::aid Tom, quietly. "I'm not him to come in a few minutes to see her motl~n.
afraid of Hawley carrying out his threat. I am able to 1 He stayed a short time, then bade mother and daughter
, good-bye and returned home to see if his chest had been
defend myself."
"I won't permit you two boys to fight here on the street," taken down to the schooner.
He fou,nd that it had.
she replied, pl~ckily. ''Turn down your sleeves again, sir,"
Half an hour later he left the house, after a tearful pait.
she added, looking Dave -full in the face.
Hawley hesitated and glared at Tom , who had stepped ing with his mother and sister, and started foi· C'arptmter'B
out from behind the girl and appeared ready to face the \Yharf, where the Polly Ann had been taking on her ice.
He met Captain Kedge coming up the str~et.
issue.

..
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"Ye are goin' aboard the schooner, I s'pose?" said the!
skipper, eying the boy keenly. "Ye've got your mother's
permission, then?"
·
"I have, Cap'n," replied Tom, respectfully, for the skipper now stood in a new light to him.
"I thought probably ye'd come, so I se~t word to Hawley
that ye'(l report afore the schooner hauled out from tho
dock."
The Captain turned awa.y and continued on up the street.
Tom watched him and saw him turn in through the gate
of his own home.
"I guess he's bought the mortgage," thought the boy,
continuing on toward the wharf.

"Well, what do you want?" he snapped out, his surly
eyes taking in the boy from head to foot.
"Cap'n Kedge told me to report to you,'' began the lac1.
"So you're 'l'om Whitney, are you?" growled the mate.
"You're the chap that's sneaked into the berth my boy
Dave ought to have."
"What do you mean?" asked 'l'om, in surprise.
Before Buck Hawley could open his mouth again, his son,
livid with rage, jumped from his seat on the bunk and
came forward.
·
"Blast your eyes, Torn Whitney," he roared furiously,
shaking his fist in Tom's f~ce, "what do you mean by gettin' me out of the Polly Ann?"
"I wasn't aware that you had any connection with the
CHAPTER IV.
schooner," replied Torn, coolly.
THE SET-TO IN THE FORECASTLE.
"You know'd I meant to go out this trip in Ned Brown's
The schooner Polly Ann lay alongside Carpenter's place, and you went and done me out of the job."
Wharf, and when Tom stepped on her deck he asked for
"I didn't know anything about it," replied Tom. "I
Hawley, who acted in the capacity of a mate.
heard this morning that Brown had thrown up his berth
' "You'll find him for'ard in the fok's'l," replied one of and I called at Cap'n Kedge's house a.nd asked him to give
the crew, named Gideon Bates, who was coiling a rope abaft me the place. That's all there is to it."
the mizzenmast.
"I s'pose you expect me to b'lieve that?" snarled Dave.
"I don't care whether you believe it or not," replied
Accordingly Tom walked forward, a'nd, coming to a scuttle opening, descended a short flight of steps and found Tom, independently.
himself in the smack's forecastle, in which several of the
Dave uttered a howl of anger and made a sudden lunge
crew slept~ and in which were also the cook stove and mess at Whitney's hea.d.
table.
Tom ducked and jumped aside to avoid another blow.
Back of it were the pantry and storeroom, in which were
"Slug him, Dave!" cried his father, with an ugly grin.
ten fresh-wate; tanks.
"There's no one to stop you."
Stil.l :furthe1 aft was 'the hold, divided into pens by par'l'om heard the elder Hawley's remark, and he prepared
to defend himself.
titi.ons of rougn boards.
"Confound your hide!" shouted Dave, tearin~ off his
These were now filled with ice, but later would be used
jacket. "I sai.d I'd lick you, and I'm goin' to do it. I've
for fish.
Abaft th8 hold was the cabin, in which Captain Kedge, got you where I want you now."
Torn made no reply, but watched his big adversary narBuck Hawley and four of the crew found sleeping quarters.
It was neatly :finished in ash, and running along three rowly.
sides of it was a broad transom that served as a seat.
Our hero was not the 1east bit afraid of the mate's son,
The oy.ly furniture was a small coal stove, securely fas- although the fellow looked to ·be twice as strong as himself.
tened in the middle of the floor.
Tom had taken a course of lessons in the art of selfOn the walls hung~ clock, a barometer a.nd a thermome- defense from an ex-prize-fighter, and consequently was
ter, while a few charts were stowed overhead in a rack.
something of an expert with his fists.
Then, what he lacked in strength he more than made
When Tom Whitney stepped below, Buck Hawley, who
was helping .Jed Parsons, the cook, or "doctor," as the up in quickness, for he was as agile as a cat on his feet.
crew called him, fix one of the feet of the stove, which had
Unless Dave succeeded in closing witK him he had no
worked loose, uttered a volley of oaths and ?Prang to his fear of the result, for he knew that his opponent was an
feet.
•
unskilful slugger and .slow as molasses.
Jed had accidentally_lost his grip on the stove and it
Breathing threats of what he was going to do to Tom,
had severely bruised the mate's fingers.
.
the mate's son, encouraged by the other's first drawback,
A smothered laugh drew Tom's attention in another di- began business by smashing at Tom's face.
At least, that was his intention, but it failed because the
rection, and there, greatly to his surprise and disgus_t, he
saw Dave Hawley seated on one of the bunks, watching the boy ducked in the nick of time, and, taking advantage of
proceedings with no little interest.
· Dave's unprotected face, handed him out an uppercut that
Tom had seen the mate on severa1 occasions before, but landed on h~ enemy's jaw with force enough to set his
he nP.ver looked quite so burly and savage-looking as he did teeth, rattling like a castanet.
.
now, standing in the dimly lighted forecastle, caressing his
For a moment Da,ve was staggered with surprise, and
injured digits.
Tom might have followed up his attack with advantage,
At that moment his gaze rested on Tom.
' but disdained to do so.
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The fellow roared with rage the moment he recovered
and rushed at Tom with blood in his eyes, only to receive
a clout in the mouth that brought him all up, standing with
his arms swinging in the air.
Tom's successful , resistance only served to make Dave
"
more furious.
He made another ruf\h at our h ero, fully resolved to annihilate him on the spot.
Tom side-stepped and smashed him twice in rapid suecession in the right eye.
Buck Hawley looked on in amazement.
He had supposed his son able to do up the new member
of the crew in short order, and now the boot seemed to be
on the other leg.
He was so angry that he made a pass at Tom himself.
His ponderous fist glanced off the lad's head and struck
the stove a whack that jarred it out of position.
The iron cut his knuckles to the bone, and he swore like
a troo·per.

Unluckily his foot caught in a piece of rope, tripping
him, and he fell heavily to the deck.
. A yell of exultation escaped Hawley as he pounced upon
the boy.
CHAPTER V.
THE IRON HAND OF CAPTAI N K EDGE.

"I've got you, you cantankerous little monkey!" he
roared violently. "You'll steal my boy's ber th, eh ? And
you'll try to escape the thrashin' he owes you, will you ?
I'm goin' to mop the deck with you and th~n toss you and
·your dunnage onto the dock."
Buck Hawley was fully able to carry out his threat.
He wns a violent and unreasonable man when ar oused,
and the only person who could control him aboard the
schooner. was Captain Kedge himself.
Fortunately for Tom, the skipper stepped on board at
that moment.
"Hello!" he exclaimed, with a frown. "What does this
Tom, thoroughly angry at the blow he had received from
What are ye doin' to the lad, Hawley ? L et him
mean?
the mate, and aroused by a whack in the chest he got from
hea1; ?'"
d'ye
up,
his antagonist, began to mix things up in earnest with
The mate recognized the Captain's voice, and he r elucDave.
tantly released the boy.
It was whack, biff, smash, every stroke counting on young
"What's . wrong 'tween you two?" demanded Captain
Hawley's face.
Kedge, as Hawl ey and Tom got on thei,r feet.
He tried to ward the jolts o:ff, but they seemed to come
"lle's taken my boy's place aboar d this schooner," refrom every quarter, until he was fairly dazed by the shower
plied the mate, suUenly.
•
~b~w~
"Who says he has?" from the skipper.
With a howl of pain and fury he bent down his head and
"I say so," answerecl Hawley.
butted at Tom like a wild bull.
"Then ye say what isn't true, d'ye understand?"
In his blind rage he mistook the stove for his opponent
"I asked you to give my boy a chance in Brown's place."
and struck it with such force as to demolish it completely.
"I know you did."
Then he pitched forward on the forecastle deck and lay
"And you' cl have done it only for this young puppy."
there, half-stunned.
"Ye seem to know all about it, Buck Hnwley," said Cap. Buck Hawley, seeing his son practically knocked out,. ut- tain Kedge, sarcastically.
tered another string of oaths and started for Tom' to wreak
"I reckon you'd have clone that much for me, seein' I'm
vengeance on him.
your mate, and have been so these three year."
The boy jumped lightly out of the way and darted up the
"Mate, are ye? Well, p'raps ye are, after a fashion ; but
steps to the deck.
that don't give ye the privilege of expectin' more'n is your
The mate in attempfing to follow him got tangled up due. If I wanted your son aboard the Polly I'd have
in the wreck of the cook-stove and went clown on all fours. spoken to ye about him. But I don't want him. H e's no
His remarks for the next minui.e were so expressive that good for my business, nor never will be."
"Why isn't he?" snorted Hawley. " I sn't he as strong
Jed Parsons got out of t{ie forecastle himself as soon as he
as any man aboard?"
could.
,
Captain Kedge grinned sardonically.
He found Tom standing in the sun, rubhing his bruised
"Wouldn't he make two of that young whippersnapper
knuckles with his handkerchief.
"Better keep out of sight, my lad," the cook 13aic1 warn- you've hired in Brown's place? Wouldn't he, I say ?"
"Look ye here, Buck Hawley," said the skipper, in a
ingly, "until Buck gets over his tantrmn13, or he'll make
threatening way. "I've taken more back talk from ye over
·
mincemeat of you~"
The words were hardly out of his mouth before the mate this matter than I'd stand from the whole crew together.
Ye ought to know me by this time. I'm cap'n of th is
came teaiing up the forecastle steps.
smack, and owner to boot. I hire a crew to suit myself,
His face was livid with rage.
if ye ain't satisfied, Hawley, ye kin take your traps
and
dethe
of
face
the
He stood for a moment blinking in
ashore this minute. I want ye to understand that
go
and
clining sun, trying to locate the boy.
At length he spied him, just as the lad started to go aft. Tom Whitney sails in this craft as ord'nary seaman in
The furious mate made a rush for Tom and the boy fled. , ,place of Ned Brown. What I say I gen'rally mean. Now
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go for'aJ:d and attend to your duty, and don't let me hear
another whisper out of ye on the subject."
"It's easy to see why you've i.aken a fancy to that monkey," snarled Hawley, forgetful in his disappointment and
anger of the unwiseness of his remark. "You've got you!'.
eye cocked on his mother."
Smash!
Quick as a flash of lightning Captain Kedge raised hi1'
hairy fist and smote his mate to the deck.
Tom was astonished at · the swiftness and ' completeness
of that blow.
It was as if a sledgehammer had come in contact with
Hawley's head.
He lay for several moments like a dazed man, while the
skipper stood ·over him with a look on his face that was
terrible in its wrath.
Then the mate picked himself up, and without another
word staggered toward the forecastle.
Captain. Kedge swung around and faced the boy.
"There's a lesson for ye, Tom Whitney," he said meaningly. "I 8.ID cap'n of this schooner. Do your duty and
ye are safe. But if I ketch ye tryin' to shirk your fair
share of work, by the Lord Harry ye'll hear from me in a
way ye won't like."
With those words Captain Kedge turned on his heel and
went down into his cabin.
·
".If you're wise, young man, you'll take the hint," said
Gideon Bates in Tom's ear.
"As far as doing my duty right up to the handle is concerned he shall have no fault to find with me," replied the
boy.
"Then you'll get along all right. The skipper is the
roughest man in all Glo'ster, but he's square as a die to
those that do the right thing. I've sailed with him three
seasons, and I ain't got a kick comill'. I've caught it hot
once or twice, but I'll allow I deserved it. He ain't infallible, bttt generally he's right. If you catch a clout alongside the jaw some day or night, kind of sudden-like, when
you're standin' your trick at the wheel, you may know that
you've allowed your attention to wander and the hooker is
a bit off her course. He may be below, but he knows the
moment you're not steerin' true. Then the first thing you
know he's alongside of you. He talks oftener with his
hand than his mouth, so if you know what's good for you
you'll take .the hint I'm givin' you."
"I'm much obliged to you for putting me wise to the
situation, and I'll keep my weather eye lifting when I'm on
· duty," said Tom. "I suppose you know my name is Tom
Whitney. What~s yours."
"Gideon Bates, called Giel for short. That was Jed P arsons, the do,ctor, who \varned you against Hawley when you
• came ont of the fok's'l. The other chaps will introduce
themselves wlren they run athwart you. You'll find them all
right. I warn you, however,
steer clear of the mate.
He's got it in for you . and will watch his chance to get
back at you. Give him a wide berth whenever you can."

to

"I will, though I'm not afraid of him," replied Tom,
resolutely.
"He isn't to be depended on, and may strike you in the
dark. The skipper won't stand for any crooked work, but
he can't be expected to see everything__ that might happen
aboard. Ilcre comes that chap's ·on. Looks as if he'd been
wrastlin' with a wild bull. Did you and he have a run-in
below?"
''Yes, and I would have polished him off if the stove
hadn't taken the job out' of my hands."
"You must be a right good one with your fists if you
ca:n whip him," said Giel, admiringly, as Dave stepped sullenly onto the wharf and walked away.
"He has nothing but' bTute strength, and is dead slow,
while I have science and speeed, and that counts every
time."
"I guess it does. .I've seen bigger chaps than him
knocked out by small men. Here comes the tug to take
us down to our anchorage."
Captain Kedge appeared on deck as the t~g came alongside and made fast to the schooner's bows.
'l'he small hawsers holding the Polly Ann to the wharf
were cast off and she \va6 towed well down the bay, where
she dropped anchor on the outside of a small :fleet of fishing
craft waiting for a favorable wind and the next flood to
carry them over the bar.
Soon after coming to anchor the sldpper called all hands
aft to draw for bunks.
The bunks had numbers chalked on them, and now the
Oa.ptain held in his hand as many small sticks as there were
men in the crew.
Each stick had notches cut in it corresponding to the
numbers of the bunks, and one by one the crew stepped up
and drew them from Captain Kedge's hand.
In this way the sleeping quarters were distributed with
perfect fairness, and there was no chance for grumbling.
Tom was lucky enough to draw one of the wide bunkc
in the cabin, and at once hastened to stow his possessions
in it.
Supper was then announced.
After the skipper ~as seated the crew made a rush for
seats.
·
Only half of them could be accommodated, owing to the
limited size of the forecastle, and those who secured seatg
were entitled to first table during the trip.
The others had to be contented to eat at second table.
'rhis, however, was a trifling matter, as the food was
equally as good and well served as at the first table.
Tom, not being posted, was among those who came in fo:e
the second table.
ATter supper an anchor watch was set, and all hands did
pretty nrnch as they pleased until they turned in.
Tom took advantage of this interval to make the acquain,tance of his shipmates.
They were a hardy, good-natured lot of chaps, thoroughly
.experienced in the work the boy had to learn, though as
far as seamanship went he felt confident he was their equal.
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'l'he tide turned at two in the morning, but ru; a compara- than one fancy yacht, while as a sea-boat in heavy weather
tive calm r ested on the bay no e.fl'ort wal:l made on the part she can go where not one yacht in a hundred dare go."
of the .fishing fleet to get under weigh.
"She's carrying a mighty big s.pread of canvas," replied
the boy. "The skippei· has set all the jibs and both gaff
CHAPTER Vl.
tops'ls. One would think we were engaged in a race."
IN TH~ ilANDS OF IIIS ENE.il!l:Y.
"That's what we are, my lad,'.' nodded B!ites. ''.The skipA breeze 1:>prang up at sunrise, which freshened steadily per is bound to be first on the mackerel ground this trip.
as the hours went by.
Almost any other fishing vessel but a mackereler goin' out
'l'he tide would serve about one o'clock, and as soon as at this season . would have left both topmasts and her jibdinner was over all hands got busy, under the skipper's boom home; but every minute gained to the early mackerelcatcher may mean many extra dollars· in pocket, so that's
watchful eyes, getting things shipshape for the run out.
"Vi'e have a spanking breeze to get under weigh with/' why we' re sailin' in racin' trim."
said Tom, as he paused a moment or two beside Gid Bates to
Mackerel is a :fish that is caught in large numbers off the
haul on a rope.
Atlantic c9ast of the United States every year, but there
"Breeze!" was the reply. "It'll be half a gale afo.re are few fish about which so little is known.
you're an hour older."
Where they come frqm and where they go are still unAt last came the order to man the windlass, and half solved mysteries.
the crew ran to obey the order.
Every year about the middle of March they appear in
"Haul taut the main :throat halliards !" roared Captain great numbers just north of Cape ·Hatteras.
· Kedge. "Give the peak a good pull, ye lubbers! Here,
"They are very thin at this time, and )1.ardly fit for food;
you, Tom Whitney, are ye goin' to sleep over that jib? but soon after they strike the feeding grounds of the coast
Heave away at that windlass there. Hoist away on that they begin to improve, until early in June, when they have,
fores'l. Lively, now. Are ye goin' to let thQ J erusha Peasley worked their way as far north as New England waters,
get away ahead of us? You, Whitney, get to that jib sheet. they are in good condition.
Do ye want to have the schooner in irons? That forepeak's
They run as far north as the Gulf of St. Lawrence, from
saggin'. Give her a good haul, Ba.tes. Lend him a hand which, in the fall, they suddenly disappear, and are seen
there, Hawley. Now she goes."
no more till the following spring.
The anchor left the sandy bottom with a jerk, and the
All through the summer, but especially at the first of the
Polly Ann fell off as Tom held the clew of the fib well over
season, those that are caught near a port are piicked in ice
to starboard, while the men on the windlass worked away
and carried into the ma.r ket fresh.
for all they were worth.
The greater pa.rt of the year's catch, however, is salted
'rhe schooner's head swept around, and the foresail filled
in
barrels on board the schooners, and afterward repacked
with a bang as Gid Bates checked with the sheet, while
on
shore in kits and boxes and sent all over the world.
Captain Kedge put the wheel up and yelled:
"All hands aft to thumb the hat," roared Captain Kedge ·
"Sta;nd by the main sheet, you Bradley. Do you want
at this point.
to spring the main boom before1 we get under way?"
"Thumbing the hat" is' a method of choosing watches
Tom Whitney had a stirring time of it while the schooner
by
lot, in vogue among the :fishing vessels.
was getting o:ff, as he had never had t~ hustle quite so much
Jed
Parsons left his dishes anc1 proceeded to the wheel,
before in his life.
who was free from watch duty.
as
a
man
He was equal to the emergency, however, and acquitted
The
crew
of the Polly Ann took hold of an old straw
himself well.
It was fortunate for him he did so, for the skipper's hat, standing in a circle, with their thumbs on the rim.
Captain Kedge turned his back, saying:
eagle eye was on almost every move he made, , and any miss
"Six
is the number, boys. Ready."
on his part would have brought down on him a round of
Then
he reached out his hand backward and placed his
stinging sarcasm from the Captain's lips, and probably a
forefinger
on one of the thumbs at random.
blow from Hawley.
"Whose
is it?" he asked.
All the sails filled together, and the Polly Ann heeled
sir,"
replied Tom Whitney.
"Mine,
over under the piping wind as she pointed her long, delicate
The
skipper
turned around' and counted six of the
nose seaward and led t)ie :fishing fleet across the bar.
Once out:;iide the cape the crew were all kept busy for a thumbs till he came .to Gid Ba.tes.
"My watch," he said.
couple of hours setting light sails, coiling lines, stowing
Then he counted six more, ending at Steve Bradley.
odds and ends, and making everything snug.
"Port watch," lie said. _
The sea was now short and choppy, the stiff gale blowing
He continued counting until he had assigned to each his
the spray in clouds over the vessel as she dashed through it.
and ended with the words : "Mind, now, and re·
"The Polly Ann is a lively boat," remarked Gid Bates watch,
I
member
who you are to call!'
to Tom, as the two stood well forward attending to some
"Tom,
much to his disappointment, foun.d himself in
job assigned to them. "She's given tough races to more
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Buck Hawley's watch, and he knew he would have to keep
his eyes skinned for trouble.
The cruise thus fairly begun was continued for a couple
of days without incident until the Polly Ann reached the
fishing grounds.
Then she stoocl off and on, under easy· sail, with a man
constantly at the masthead scanning the surface of tho
water in the hope of seeing mackerel.
'fhe great seine-boat was got averboard, and; with the
seine in it, was towed behind the schooner, ready for instant use.
Three othE)X smacks on the same errand as the Polly Ann
came upon the ground in turn a'nd held a relative distance
one from the other.
Thus three tedious days passed away without results, and
then the barori1eter indicated a change for the worse in tho
weather.
'
"We're going to have a dirty night, I guess," rem arked
Steve Bradley to Tom Whitney, when they came on watch
at eight o'clock.
"I'll bet we are," replied the boy, with a gl.ance at the
black sky overhead. "Thi~ is where we catch a bit of the rough side of the
mackerel business,'' said the other, looking over the schooner's rail into the black water alongside.
Before long the wind began to rise and sigh ominously
through the smack's riggings, while the Polly Ann, under a
solitary reefed jib, scudded over the seas.
The lights of the other craft could be seen bobbing in the
near distance.
Tom thought that this was an occasion when it was ever
so much nicer to be warm and snug ashore.
H e wondered what his mother and sister were doing at
that moment in far-away Gloucester.
And then he got to thinking about A.my Wilson and
asking himself if she t hought as much of him as he did of
her.
Bradley walked away to the forecastle to light his pipe,
leaving the boy alone.
Then it was that a dark figure stole toward him in the
gloom.
\
The man, whoever he was, bent low, and kept well in
the shadow of the schooner's bulwark, as though desirous
of escaping observation.
He crept lll:!arer m1d nearer to the preoccupied boy, his
horny fingers opening and shuthng with convulsive eagerness.
What -could be his object?
The closer he drew to Tom the slower and more guarded
became his movernent1:1.
At last he crouched behind the boy.
Turning his big head from one side to the other, he
looked forward, then aft, and then behind.
At the moment there was nobody near.
Then with a cat-like spring he wa s on the boy.
Throwing one powerful arm around Tom's neck, he bent

his head backward in a vice-like hug that cut the lad's startled cry short.
With the other arm he grasped Tom's legs and lifted
them over the rail until they dangled above the foaming
water slipping past the vessel's 'Side.
"I've got yon wl1ere 1 want you, Tom Whitney," hissed
the voice of Buck Haw.Icy in bis ear. "You've got less than
u minute to live, curse you for a meddlesome young monkey I Only for you my boy would have been aboard this
schooner and earnin' a good livin'. You took the bread
out of his mouth; now I'll take the breath out of yours.
It was a bad day for you when you made an enemy of me.
I swore to ge t squ:ue with you, and now I'm keepin' my
word. How cl'ye Ji.]{e the prospect? You'll soon be food
for the fishes."
The scoundrel seemed loath to let go his hold.
It was such satisfaction to play on his victim's nerves.
He wanted to extract every ounce of gratification there
was in the tragedy.
Suddenly he heard the "sound of the footsteps of one of
the watch.
It was Bradley returning.
He could no longer dally, so with a sibilant laugh he released his grip and Tom fell wii.h a splash into the sea.
CHAPTER VII.
CATCHING A LOAD OF MACKEREL.

In the instant that Tom was passing through the air it
seemed to him as if all the l?ast events of his young life
flashed across hi s mental vision.
I
Then he struck the water and went down.
But not far.
Something had grippe_d him by the arm, and he felt :Qimself dragged along through the waves as he rose to the sur1
face.
Shaking his head and taking a long breath, he saw that
he was sailing along close to the schooner's counter, keeping
pace with her.
Then he Tealized that a rope trailing alongside had
caught and twisted itself around his left arm, and that
he was being dragged at the end• of it like a big fish at the
end of a fish line.
Instantly he grasped the rope with his free hand and held
on with a grip like that of death.
His position waFl one of great peril in the turbulent
water.
He had to throw himself on his back to avoid being suffocated by the rush of the waves.
At length, summoning all of his energies, he shouted,
"Help I Help!"
Captain Kedge had just come on deck and was standing
beside the helmsman.
His sharp ears distinguished the hail, and he walked
quickly to the rail and stood in a listening attitude.
"Help!" cried Tom.
The cry came from only a few feet away, it seemed to
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the skipper, and in some astonishment he bent over the
rail and stared down into the water.
He could see nothing at first; then a wave broke close
to the schooner's side, and for a moment Tom's face and
arms were outlined in the froth.
Captain Kedge did not recognize him, but he saw that
some poor fellow was overboard and dragging alongside.
With a hoarse command to throw the schoon~r up in the
wind, he ran forward with his rough hand on the bulwark
to find where the rope hung over the rail.
By the time he had found it the Polly Ann had lost her
way to a great extent and was bobbing up and down to the
'
seas.
"Here, -you, Bradley," he roared to the nearest member
of the watch, "lend a hand, will ye? There's a man ovetl:ioard, and he's caught at the end of this line."
The skipper and Bradley exerted themselves to the limit,
hauling the line in hand over hand, and they soon landed
the dripping and half-unconscious boy on the d~k.
"Tom Whitney, by the Lord Ha.r ry !" gasped Captain
Kedge, as .Jan Olsen, a Sw~de, fl.ashed a lantern in the
lad's face.
Tom gasped and hcked out like a dying fish; then he
suddenly sat up.
"Where am I?" he asked.
"Where ye ought to be--on board the schooner. Bow did
ye get overboard ?"
"Don't ask me," cried the lad, with a. shudder.
"Don't ask ye? Ye didn't try to commit suicide, did
ye?"
"No, no, no!"
"Then how come ye to get into the water, with this rope
wound around your arm?"
"I was thrown over."
"Thrown over ? Are you mad ?"
"No, I'm not, though it's a wonder I am not, after my
terrible experience."
"Ye mean· ye fell. over, don't ye?" s.aid th'e skipper.
"No, I didn't fall. A deliberate attempt was ma.de to
murder me."
"Murder ye !" exclaimed the startled Captain. '"Who
would want to do that?"
"Who?" cried the boy. "Your mate-Buck Hawley."
"It's a lie l An infernal lie!" cried Hawley, coming forward, his white, set face showing ghastly in the light of
the lantern.
"It isn't a lie," replied. Tom. "You came upon me unawares from bebind, caught me a strangle hold around the
neck with one arm and lifted me over the rail with the
other. Then you told me I had only half a minute to live-that you had sworn to get square with me for doing your
son out of a job aboard this schooner. After that you let
me drop, and if it hadn't been for the rope trailing over..
board it would be all over with me by this time."
"I tell you that you lie. You're tryin' to ruin me.
Deny the attempted crimE;l as he might, there was the
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brand of guilt in his face and eyes, and Captain Kedge was
a quick observer.
~
"Go into the cabin and change your duds," said the
sfilpper to Tom.
Then he waved the rest of the watch back.
What he said to Hawley when they were by themselves
no one ever knew, but his gestures were' significant.
When he had finished and walked a.f t again the mate
slunk away like a man who had received a blow.
Tom had received such a shock that he held himself
well aloof from · the schooner's bulwarks for th~ remainder
of the watch, lest the villain might try to repeat his trick,
and with more success.
The night was "dirty," as Bradley had intimated it
would be.
It blew heavily, and the gale, shifting from one point to
another, kicked up a nasty cross sea, in wl).ich the Polly
Ann pitched about most unpleasantly.
All the smacks were blown a.way from the fishing ground,
and they did not return till the weather had moderated
again.
It was the morning of the ninth day after the departure
of the schooner from Gloucester, when the sun was shimmering the surface of the ocean, that the welcome cry of
"There they school; half a mile off, weather bow!" can1e
from the lookout man at the masthead.
In less than five minutes after the first cry announcing
the appearance of the eagerly expected fish the great thirtyfoot, double-ended seine-boat, rowed by eight men, of whom
Tom was one, had left the schooner and started in the
direction of the fish.
Pulling after them as fast as he could was Buck Hawley,
in the single dory that the Polly Ann carried.
"Come, now, boys, get a move on!" cried the seinemaster. ~'Stretch your backs, or you'll all hear from the
skipper "·hen you get back, and not in a way you'll like,
either. Pull for your liYes, all of.you! Pull like the ol<l·
scratch l Don't you see the fellows from the Jerusha Peasley tryin' to beat you?"
It was a tough race to see which boat would reach the
school first, and the crews of both seine-boats did their level
best to arrive at the scene of action ahead of the other.
The boat from the Polly Ann reached the school of fish
first, and the seine-master tossed overboard a small keg, or
buoy, to which was attached one end of the upper or cork
line of the big net.
.
Then the boat was pulled in a great circle around the fish
that was rippling the water close by, swimming.in a dense
body close to the surface, and fl.ashing back the sunshine
fr.om their steely blue bodies.
While the crew was thus engaged the mate rowed up to
the buo~· in his dory and came to a stop.
In the shortest time it was possible to accomplish the
feat the great net was skilfully drawn around the fish;
then Hawley carried the keg-buoy to the seine-boat, in
which the other end of the cork line was held and made fast.
The circle was now complete, and the fish were sur-
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rounded by a wall of fine but stout twine, the upper edge
of which was floated by means of numerous large corks
attached to the ·rope that ran around its entire length,
while the lower edge was su.nk and held straight down by
an equal number of lead rings.
Through the rings ran a second stout line, known as the
~'purse rope," an encl of which remained in the boat.
At a given signal all hands pulled on this, drawing all
the leaden' rings close together, and soon the net was closed
together at the bottom, leaving ·no ~pening for the fish to
escape.
Hauling on this rope and "pursing" the seine was the
hardest part of the whole job.
It was also an exciting operation, as there is always an
clement of uncertainty up to the last moment; for if the
fish take alarm, eYen at the moment the \York is. almost
compleicrl, and. dart downward through the still open bottom of the net, all the hard work goes for nothing and must
be clone over again.
'rhe crew of the Polly Ann, however, were successful in
pursing the net without mishap, and a flag was hoisted on
an oar as a signal to the skipper to bring the schooner down.
She was soon alongside the closed net with its glistening
:;1rarm of fish.
A long-handled scoop-net was rigged with a tackle, and
Tom Whitney and his mates were soon. dipping out the
finny beauties, a half-barrelful at the time, and transferring
them to the schooner's deck. _
The catch a.mounted to about one hundred and fifty ba:rrels of mackerel of prime quality as to size, but too thin
to spit and salt.
It was nearly dark before they were all on board and
the seine properly stowecl away in the boat.
Tom had never worked so hard before in his life, and
v:as mighty tired by this time.
.Ho soon found out that there was no rest for him yet
awhile.

A layer of this broken ice was shoveled over the bottom
of an empty pen and above it was spread a basket of fish.
Then came another layer of ice, and more fi sh, unFl the
pen was full.
In this way all the pens were filled, and it was long after
midnight when the last of the fish were safely packed away.
For the rest of the trip Tom and his mates had little to
do but stand watch and clean up the vessel.
Buck Hawley avoided Tom as much as the boy held aloof
from him, but the lad more than once caught the mate's
vengeful eye upon him in a way that boded him no good.
"I'll have to be on my guar~l against that scoundrel as
long as we both remain together on this boat," thought
Tom. "He seems to be one of those chaps that keeps it
in for a fellow indefinitely. It's a good thing for him that
there wns no witness of his attempt on my life that night,
or I'd put him through to the extent of the law. As it is,
hi.s word is as good as mine in court, and I couldn't do a
thing to him."
It took three days for the Polly Ann to make Boston
Bay and run into the harbor; but, as the weather held fair,
and the crow had nothing to do but calculate their profits
and enjoy themselves in any old way,. the time passed:
quic.Jdy enough, so Tom thought.
CH.4\.PTER VIII.
TOM FINDS HIMSELF IN A

S'I'RANGJ~

SITUATION.

Captain Kedgc disposed of the Polly Ann's catch for
something like twenty-eight hundred dollars, and, aiter
expenses had been deducted and the net sum divided up,
Tom found himself in possession of sixty-one dollars, exactly half of what the regular hands received.
He hastened to mail the greater part of this to his
mother in a registered letter which informed her that the
schooner would sail direct from BOf;ton on her next trip in
a day or two, and consequen tly he woulcl not be able to get
home yet awhile.
That afternoon the smack hauled alongi;ide a wharf to
Sail had to be made on the schooner, and she was headed take aboard the neces. ary foe for her next visit to the
bark for Boston l1arbor.
mackerel grounds.
'rhen all hands, except the cook and the man ·at the
'J'he hawsers had hardly been rnaclc fast before Tom,
wheel, turned to and began "g.ibbin g" and packing the fish. mnch to his surprise, saw Dave Hawley saunter down the
"Jfackerel are so delicate that they die almost as soon as dork with a cigarette in his mouth.
·
they touch the deck, and will quickly spoil if not attended \ He walked aboard and was soon in conversation with
to at once.
his father on the forecastle deck.
Under these circumstances the whole catch had to be
'rom caught them lookinp: ·in his dii'cction once or twice,
cleaned and packed in the ice pens at once.
and he wondered if they were talking abou.t him.
Tom was astonished at the marvelous celer ity with which
Dave stayed aboard until supper wa.S announced and then
· his mates plucked out the gills nnd entrails of the fish, ancl walked nshore.
it was at this work he naturally showed up to poor advanThnt night Giel Bates, Sf-eve Bradley arnl Jan Olsen intage. ·
viied 'l'orn to go to the theater with them.
He <lid the best he could to make a showing, and was
ThcJ ldt the schooner F<hnrtly after sP,vcn o'clock, passing
complimented in the end by Giel Bates, though Captain Buck TT awley, who was lounging near the gangway, $mokKec1ge, who had watched him off and on, saicl nothing.
ing:
Down in the hold the blocks of ice were removed from
The mate favored Tom with a half-sarcastic, half-vina pen and reduced to small bits by heavy, sharp-pointed dictive look, tha.t seemed to mean a whole lot in its way,
"slicers."
'
·
but the boy pretended not to notice it.
1

'
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The show was over at eleven and the four started back
After they had looked around the immediate neighborfor the wharf.
hood without finding any signs of the lad, who the officer
They went into two or three saloons on the way, much at first thought might have been knocked senseless, the conto Tom's annoyance, for he entertained a strong prejudice clusion arrived. at was that 'fom had lit out for the wharf
against these resorts.
where the Polly Ann lay, so the three men started off for
He couldn't very well refuse to accompany his com-, Haley's Dock.
.
panions in, but of course could not be induced to drink
Tom was not on the wharf waiting for them, ·neither had
anything stronger than ginger ale.
the watchman seen any one in that vicinity for the la,..t
As they drew near the docks the streets became more hour except Buck Hawley who he said had J·ust gone
' the schooner.
'
'
'
'
lonesome ancl less brightly illuminated.
aboard
~\. s they turned the corner of a big, silent warehouse they
"I don't see how he could have lost his way," said Bates,
\rerc suddenly set upon with a rush by half a dozen men "for all he hacl to do was to run straight down the street.:,
0£ the roughest class.
'They hung about the head of the clock. for a little while
Two others-a heavy-set man and a big boy-remained. talking to the watchman ancl waiting for Tom to show up.
in the background and watched the fight.
It was after midnight when they finally turned in, exThe party of four was at once broken up, heavy blows pecting to fi.ncl Tom in his bunk in the morning.
exchanged, a~d before he hardly realized the situation Tom
found himself separated from the others and struggling
\Yhen 'l'om Whitney came to hi s senf.'es he found. himself
with three toughs.
in a small, low-ceiled and not over-cleun room.
Although taken by surprise, the boy put up a good fight
He was lying fully dressed on the outside of a e;ot, and
until he received a tremendous blow on the back of the the morning sun was shining in on bis face.
, head which shuck him to the ground unconscious.
Ile was conscious of a racking pain in hi;; head, and
His companions were too buoy defending themselves to could lrnrclly see out of his eyes.
notice what bad been done to Tom; besides, the fight wa
"\\'here the dickens am I?" he asked himself, in surlaking place in almost total darkness.
·
prise. "This isn't the cabin of the schooner."
Suddenly the warehouse watchman got on to the racket
IL certainly wasn't, anJ. he sat up and looked. around the
and blew his whistle for a policeman.
place in stupid astonishment.
The fight ceased as if. by magic, the three ruffians who
Besides the bed there was a rickety table and bro chairs
had been attacking Bates, Bradley and Olsen, and forcing standing against the wall, and a washstund, with a bowl
them around the corner of the warehouse, drawing off, and pitcher, near 'the window.
slowly at first, but at last taking to their heels.
It was a long time before he could. understand !:tow he
"Where's Tom Whitney?" asked Gid, when the three got there, buf at length his previous night's adventure all
men hacl recovered themselves and looked around for their came back suddenly.
young companion.
He remembered the attack made upon himself and his
"Search me," replied Bradley. "I thought we were all companions in the dark by the warehouse; how he had got
together."
separated from the others in the melee, and, finally, how he
"No. He must have got separated from us at the begin- had received a. stunning blow on the head that had knocked
ning of the scrap."
him silly.
"Supposin' he did, he ought to be near, anyway ; but I
"I must have been picked up by somebody ancl brought
don't see him."
here," he mused. "I wonder where I am, anyway?"
"Maybe he ran for the schooner at the first onset," sugHe got up from the bed, feeling dizzy and decidedly weak
gested Olsen.
on his legs.
"No," replied Bates; "I don't believe he dic1. He isn't
Looking into the pitcher, he saw it was full of water, so
that kind of a chap."
he poured some of it out into the basin and bathed his face
and head.
"Then where the deuce is he?" said Bradley.
'
"Here comes a cop," Bates said.
"That feels good, at any rate," he murmured, as he
Th~ policeman, hurrying up, demanded who they were splashed the water on his feverish forehead.
and what was the trouble.
Seizing a rnggec1 towel, he dried his face and found that
"We belong to the fishing schooner Polly Ann, moored his eyesight was now much clearer.
alongside Haley's vVharf," volunteered Giel Bales. "We
'l'hen he looked out of the window.
three and another chap went to a show to-night. As wc
Apparently he was , in the third story of an olcl wooden
were rctmning to our vessel we were attacked at this corner tenement in a poor locality, judging from the rear views
by a gang of to.ughs and had to defend ourselves. Some- he caught of several adjacent buildings.
body blew a whistle from a window of that wa.rehouse ancl
He could hear the noise of traffic from the street in front,
then the toughs fled . What ba.thers us is that our com- and the tooting of tugs and other steam craft in the bay.
panion, a boy nam.cl Tom Whitney, who belongs to the
"This house can'i be very far from th~ water-front, that
schooner, has disa.ppcare,d ."
seems certain," he saicl to himself. "I guess I'll go down-
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stairs, thank the people, whoever they are, for bringing
me here, and then make tracks for the schooner."
He walked to the door, turned the knob, and was surprised to find it locked.
· Looking through the keyhole, he saw the key was in it.
"Evidently I'm locked in, and must stay here till some
one co~es to let me out. I can't see why they locked the
door. Maybe it was an accident."
So Tom lay clown again on the bed to ease his head and
to await developments.
vv"'hether it was the pain that dulled his senses, or sheer
weariness, certain it is he presently fell asleep, and did not
hear the key turn and the door open, cautiously at first, and
afterward to its foll e:;stent.
A thickset, bearded man entered the room, looked at the
boy, and then motioned to some one on the outside to enter.
The second visitor was Dave Hawley.
He, too, looked down at Tom Whitney, and grinned
maliciously.
"He's been up," said the man.
"How do you know?" asked Dave.
His companion pointed at the water in the bowl.
"Then he's only asleep now, and may wake up at any
moment. I don't want him to see me," said Dave, retreat~
ing to the doorway.
The man looked keenly around the rot>m and then followed young Hawley.
"We'll go into the next room and talk," he said, closing
the door and locking it.
The snap of the lock awoke Tom and he sat up suddenly.
"What was that?"
·
Everything was as before he fell asleep.
"I've been asleep," he said. "I wonder how long? I
can't have been a great while, for the sun is shining in the
same place I noticed it when washing my face. I'll take
another face bath and see if I can't remain awake. Somebody is liable to come any moment, and if they found me
asleep they'd go away, no doubt, without awaking me."
He soused his face once more, feeling greatly refreshed,
and sat down again to wait.
Then it was he heard the sound of conversation in the
neighboring room, and one of the voices seemed quite familiar to him.
CHAPTER IX.
TOM MAKES A BRE.AK FOR LIBERTY.

"So the boy is to be shipped aboard some craft bound for
a foreign port, is that the idea?" asked a foghorn voice.
"That's it," replied the person whose tones seemed familiar to Tom, though he couldn't place the individual at
the moment.
"What did you say his name was?" inquired the foghorn.
"Tom Whitney."
Tom started as though a wasp had stung him, and at the
same moment the identity of the speaker occurred to him.
"Why, that's Dave Hawley," he breathed. "What does
all this mean?"

He was not kept long in the dark, for the partition \':as
thin, and the talkers made no effort to.lower their voices.
"And where does he hail from?" asked the man with the
hoarse intonation.
"Glo'ster."
"You say he belongs to the schooner Polly Ann, now
lying at Haley's Dock?"
"That's right."
"Then he understands the ropes, I reckon. It will be
safe for me to ship him as an A. B. At any rate, that's
what I'll do. Now what do I get for taking all the risk
and trouble of this here job? You've only squared up for
the heelers I sent out last night."
"Twenty-five dollars," replied Dave.
"Twenty-five marlingspikes !" roared the foghorn voice.
"I must have at least twice that."
"But you'll get a wad for shippin' him, won't you?" protested 'young Hawley.
"Sure, I'll get somethin', but nothin' as big as you
think," replied the man, cautiously. "Rec'lect, I've got to
have help, and must hire a boat to take him to a vessel in
the stream; and there's the risk of it all, which is considerable. You can't shanghai a man these days with the same
ease that we used to in days gone by. There's the cop on
this beat to be watched. Then we've got to steer clear of
the harbor police, for they might ask awkward questions.
I ought to have a hundred bones for this job, but I'm willin'
to shave the price some, as things is quiet and I need the
money."
"Well, let it go at fifty," said Dave; "but there must
be no. mistake about it. He must be sent where he won't
get back in a hurry."
"I'll see to that, don't you worry, young man. I know
a bark that's bound for Leghorn. She might do, though
t4e crew are mostly Lascars."
"I don't care what they are," retorted Hawley. "In fact,
the worse they are the better dad and I'll like it."
"You must have it in for the young chap mighty strong,"
said the foghorn voice, with a note of curiosity in it.
"We have, bet your life. He done me out of a good job
this summer, and dad and me are both sore over that. Besides, I hate him, anyway. He cut me out of my girl down
at Glo'ster. There are other reasons, too."
"Well, that ain't none of my business. I'm out for thq
dough, and I don't care how I make, so long as I keep clear
of the p'licc. Have you got the fifty with you? I don't
make no move till I have it in my clothes. I don't b'lievi?
in tryin' to collect the price after the job is done. Most
people have short memories when they owe money. Besides, I don't know nothin' about you, anyway. So stump
up if you want me to go ahead in, this matter."
'
"I'm reacly to pay up, but I want a receipt," said Dave.
"What for?" asked his companion, suspiciously. "Receipts is dangerous. I don't usually give no such things."
"Dad.'11 want to see what I've done with his money," renlied Dave.
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"If he can't trust your word he ought to have fetched
it himself."
"Well, here's your money. Count it and see that it's all
right," said Dave.
Tom presumed that the gentleman with the foghorn
voice was counting the cash, for a short pause ill the con~
versation ensued.
"Right as a trivet," said the man at length. "You can
depend on rne providing for the young man in a way that
will prevent him from bothering you for some time to
come."
These remarks being followed by a shuffling of feet, Tom
concluded that i.he interview was breaking up.
He heard the pair of plotters walk out into the corridor,
close the door of the room and go downstairs.
Finally a door slammed somewhere below and silence
followed.
"So it seems I was knocked out last night as the resuE
of a put-up job. Buck Hawley and his rascally son are at
the bottom of lt all. Their object seems to be to get me out
of the country f~r an inuefinite time. Well, forewarned is
forearmed, they say. Now that I am wise to their purpose,
. I ought to be able to think up some way to fool them. The
first thing is to get out of this room. How can I accomplish that?"
Tom went to the window, raised the sash gently and
looked out.
As he had supposed, there was a clear fall of three stories
to an alley below.
The adjoining house, however, was only three feet awaythat is, the width of the alley.
There was a closed window opposite to him across this
space.
The panes ' were opaque with the grime of months or
years.
"If I cpuld reach that window, and it isn't fa stened, I 'd
have a chance to escape to the street through that b11i L'. ..
ing," Tom thought.
The idea was gobd, but the question was· to reach the
window.Whil e he was considering.the matter he heard steps coming up the stairs.
Thinking possibly this was somebody coming to visit
him, Torn concluded to play 'possom.
He threw himself on the bed, closed his eyes and simulated sleep.
He had not made a mistalrn, for the key rattled in the
lock, the door was cautiously / opened, ancl the thickset
man with the beard entered with a battered tray containing
some food for his prisoner.
He placed it upon the table .and withdrew as softly as
he had entered.
As soon as Tom heard his retreating steps on the stairs
he sprang up and looked at the provender.
J t was not as good as he had been getting on board the
~choon er, for the mackerel fishermen lived uncommonly
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well for sailor~, but it was good enough to i.empt an empty
and healthy stomach like Tom's.
"I might as well make away with that stuff, since it's
intended for me, and I'm as hungry as a hunter. · It will
give me str.ength to go ahead with some plan for escape."
So the boy seated himself in one of the chairs and polished off the piece or tough si.eak, 1.he bread ai1d cheap butter, the small boiled potato, anJ, lastly, the cup of mud<lylooking and decidedly inferior coffee.
"I feel bei.t~r now," he breathed. " Ifs woncler.ful what
an irnproven1ent ·a full stomach makes ovci' an empty one.
"Jly head feels better, too. I'd giYc something ~o know
what time it is."
He looked up at the sun and ju<lgecl it to be around
eleven o'clock.
Then he glanced across at the window in the opposite
building and began to figure on how he could reach it, and
whether or not it was secured on the inside.
The alley was deserted and, so far as he could see, there
was not a soul in sight, although hundreds of people were
passing and repassing along the street not over sixty feet
.away .
Suddenly an idea struck him.
He went to the cot, raised the straw mattress, and saw
that the bottom consisted of three slats.
They were six feet in length, and therefore would easily
span the alley.
He pulled them out from under the mattress and, opening the window to its widest extent, laid them from sill
to sill.
·
Then with beating henrt he crawled out on the frail
bridge, uncertain whether the slats would bear his weight.
If they gave way he 'would be precipitated into the alley,
with every cha~ ce of breaking his neck.
The result to be achieved, however, he considered worth
the risk.
He made his way across the chasm, tried the sash of the
window, and was overjoyed to find that it readily yielded
to his touch.
Looking into the room, he saw that it was filled with
various kinds of rubbish.
He stepped in, hauled in the three slats, and shut down
the window.
"There'll be something doing," he grinn;d, "when the
chap in the other house discovers I've flown the coop. I
hope to be away from the neighborhood before that time."
He tiptoed his way across the dirty floor, pul:ed open a
door and walked out into a bare-looking landing.
"This building doesn't look as if it was tenanted," he
said, glancing down the stairway. ·
Still, he proceeded downward with due caution and
reached the second-floor landing.
Thi:ee doors opened on this.
One was ajar, and Tom peered into the room beyond.
There wasn't a thing in it but a pile of dirt swept into
one corner.
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"The house is an empLy one, for a fact," he said, with a
That worthy was not slow in coming to his aid, and Tom
feeling of relief.
found his escape cut off.
'l'hen he continued on down to the first floor, his footThe boy, however, was not going to give up without a
steps raising echoes in the silent building.
struggle, antl, being strong and wiry, he was not an .easy
Striking the main entry, he walked forward till he mark to overcome.
reached a door.
Had he been able to use his fists, he undoubtedly would
It was not locked, and Tom opened it a little way and have given the men an interesting .fistic argument, but, as
looked out.
the thickset man held his arms pinned to his sides, he was
He found the empty building was a rear tenement, and placed at such a disadvantage that the barkeeper easily got
that to reach the street he would have to cross a narrow a strangle hold on him, and it was then all up with Tom.
yard and then pass through the front house, which showed
He was carried into one of the private rooms at the back,
abundant evidences of life.
gagged and bound, as many other unfortunates had been
Half a dozen empty beer kegs rolled into a confused heap served before.
near the rear door of the front building indicated that th
The man with the foghorn voice then held a. consultation
ground floor was used as a saloon.
with the barkeeper.
" I ought to have no trouble reaching the street through
The result of it was that Tom was carried down into the
that place," thought Tom, after a survey of the premises.
foul-smelling cellar, the repository for full whiskey, beer
Thu~ encouraged, he opened the door and passed out intq and ale barrels, and dumped into a dark corner.
the yard.
"He'll be safe enough here," said the barkeeper, holding
A few steps took him to the back door of the saloon, a bit of candle for the bearded man to make sure that Tom's
which he opened and entered.
bonds were not likely to give way. "How did he get away
He found himself in a gloomy passage, with a door to from your place?"
his right and another directly ahead.
"That's what puzzles me," replied the other. "I had
He walked to the latter, which admitted him to the bar~ him locked in a third-story room overlooking the alley. Beroom itself.
sides, I did not think he had any suspicions that he was
Only about twenty-five feet now intervened between the being detained against his will, other than the fact that
boy and the street door, where the morning sunshine was the door was locked. He must have crossed over into that
playing on the three wooden steps which led down from empty house behind here in some way. I'm going up to see
the sidewalk, where all was life and motion.
· how he managed to do it."
·
Assuming a careless demeanor, Tom started for the door,
"He can stay here all day, and after dark I'll help you
There was only one customer in the place, a thickset, get him back to your premises," said the barkeeper, as the)!
bearded man, who had just :finished a whisky and was talk- walked away, ascended the stairs and replaced the traping to the barkeeper, a villainous-looking fellow, whose door.
"
face would have been an ornament to any rogues' gallery.
"I'm afraid my name is mud now," thought Tom, disHe stood half facing the back of the saloon, and his mally, in the solitude and darkness of the cellar. "They've
eyes mechanically fell upon Tom Whitney as he crossed got me dead to--"
the floor.
"Hello!"
As the boy came well into the light, the bearded man
A cheery voice came out of the gloom close by, to Tom's
regarded him with a sharp look, which gradually assumed amazement.
one of surprise.
The boy would have answered the hail if it had been in
With a smothered oath he suddenly left the bar and his power to do so, but the wad of cloth which served as a
planted himself squarely in front of the lad.
gag prevented bim.
"Your name is Tom Whitney, isn't it?" he ejaculated, in
He did the ne>..1; best thing to show that he was alive-a hoarse voice.
he squirmed around on the floor and beat his bound feet
Tom started back with an air of astonishment and un- against the wall.
easiness.
"What's the matter, matey ?" said the voice. "Can't you
"How did you get out of that room in my house?" de- use your mouth?"
mantled the bearded man.
Tom thumped the wall again.
.
Instantly Tom realized that he was face to face with the
"If I warn't triced up myself, like a fowl sent to marman of the foghorn voice.
ket, I'd come over and pull that gag O'llt of your mouth,"
said the voice. "However, if you'll have patience, maybe
CHAPTER X.
I'll be able to free myselt after a while, and then I'll set
OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN INTO THE FIRE.
you loose, too."
Taking immediate advantage of the boy's confusion, the
Then followed sounds that indicated a struggle em the
bearded man seized Tom by the arms and began to drag part of the other prisoner with his fetters.
him back to the rear of the saloon, at the 1'!lme time calling
Tom's momentary discouragement had now given place
on the barkeeper to help him.
to a thrill of hope.
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He wondered who this other unfortunate wa~, and whyj
Field grabbed Tom by the arm and drew him bagk into
he was in the cellar.
the corner behind a whiskey barrel.
"I've got one hand free," spoke up the voice aga.in. "I'll
As his hand slipped over the edge of the upright barrel
be rid of the rope in a jiffy now."
his fingers came in contact wifa a bung-starter.
Five minutes elapsed before the man spoke aga.in, and
He seized it and held it in his hand, ready for instant
then there was a ring of satisfaction in his tones.
action.
"I've got the dern things off at last," he said.
The intruder was the barkeeper's as~stant, who had just
Then he got up and walked over to where Tom lay.
come on duty and knew nothing a.bout the prisoners in the
He put his hand in his pocket, drew out a match and cellar.
struck it.
He had a candle ill one hand and a copper two-gallon
Tom looked up and saw a well-built, good-natured-look- measure in the other.
·
ing young fellow of perhaps twenty-one bending over him.
He made his way to a barrel that had a spigot in it and
"Well," laughed the other, "they have got you tied up to proceeded to fill the measure with gin.
the queen's taste. They meant to make sure that you
Tom and his companion watched l_iim from their place
wouldn't give 'em the slip. Now what's your name, and of concealment.
who are you?" he added, after taking the cloth from Tom's
As soon as the man had filled his can he blew out the
mouth.
light and left the cellar.
"I'm much obliged to you,'' replied our hero, gratefully.
"Now," said Field, after they had ·waited about five min~
"My name is Tom Whitney, and I live at Glo'ster. What's utes, "let's make a start."
your name?"
The speaker led the way, with Tom close at his heels, up
"George Field. I hail from Nantucket. I was dis- the steps to the trap.
charged from the bark Saranac yesterday afternoon, and
Field cautiously raised the trap and looked around the
was bound home, when I ran into a smooth-spoken chap little bac~ room,. that was f~rnished with a plain round
named Ohudlev who steered me into the saloon above for table encircled with four chairs.
a drink, and the next thing I remember I found myself
There wa~ no one in it,
he pushed the trap up and
tied up down in this hole. I was drugged and it isn't hard J stepped out mto the room.
for me to see thr~ugh the game that wa; played upon me.
Then he held it for 'rom to make his exit from the cellar,
They mean to ship me aboard some outward-bound craft/ after which he let it fall b~ck into its place without a sound.
and collect the blood-money. I suppose you're in the same
"So far so good," he said in a whisper. "Wait till I take
boat matey ?"
a peep into the barroom."
'
·
There were half a dozen longshoremen lined up at the
"Yes." replied Tom.
bar, who were being waited on by the barkeeper and his
"Then you're a sailor, too?"
assistant.
"I belong to the Glo'ster fishing smack Polly Ann, which
Several other customers sat around a couple of the tables
is taking ice aboard 'at Haley's Wharf to-day. The mate
drinking lager.
of the schooner is dead sore on me because I got the berth
"Take a look yourself," said Field, ma.king way for Tom.
he wanted for his son. So he put up a job on me, and this
While they were thus engaged a. f9:ce appeared at the winis the result."
,
dow behind them, which overlooked the little yard.
"So that's.. it, eh?" said Field, who all this time was
It was the countenance of the bearded man.
loosening the rope that bound Tom's arms and leg~. "Well, . What he saw evidently surprised him, but he was a quick
.r g~ess you and I oug~t to be able to put up a stiffish fight thinkei: and accustomed to facing emergencies.
~gamst these shanghaiers. There, now, get up and shake
He ran around to the door of the passage communicatin~
yourself."
•
with the barroom.
Tom did so; then the two companions in misfortune sat
At that moment Field said:
down, each on a beer keg, to consider the situation and
"Are you ready for a dash, Tom? Wfive got a clear path
plan iheir escape from the cellar.
to the door and the barkekpers are both engaged."
"I don't believe that trap is secured," said Field. "We
"I'm ready," replied the boy.
might get out that way and then ~a.ke a sudden rush for
"Then follow close behind me, and we'll be oufaide in a
the street door through the barroom. We'd be on the side- jiffy."
walk before any one thought .to stop us, and then we'd be
They emerged from the little room, and Field made "
safe enough for these rascals, I gneffs."
run for the door, gaining it easily and springing upon th<! ,
".Pm with you," replied Tom. "If it comes to a fist sidewalk.
fight I can hold my own."
As Tom started to follow him the bearded man flung
"All right. We might as well make a break ·at once. We open the passage door and intercepted him.
can't get out of this place any too soon to suit me.''
The shock was felt by both and they rolled together on
At that moment the trap was raised and fell back with the floor.
a bang, and a pair of -legs was seen descending the steps.
The bearded man had the advantage of the situation,

so
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as he knew just what he was doing, while Tom thought the
collision was purely accidental.
It only took a moment or two for the boy to realize that
he was being held down by a pair of powerful arms, and h e
struggled to get away.
By this time the racket had attracted general notice i 1~
the barroom, ancl the barkeeper earne ~U'ound to see what
the scrap was about.
"Here, Brannigan,'' said the bearded man, "give me a
hanc1. This is the chap '.Ve put in the cellar. H e managed
to get free' somehow or another an cl was just on the point
of getting clean off, when I lu ckily got on to him and put
a spoke in his wheel."
"Well, may I be jiggered !" exclaimed the barkeeper.
"I don't see how he e\•er managecl to get loose,"
"There was another chap with him in that room, and
probably he got into the cellar and did the trick. Get another rope, quick!"
Brannigan got the rope, and in two minutes Tom knew
that the game was all up.
CHAPTER XI.
SHANGHAIED.

"We can't put this lad back in the cellar again," said the
bearded man, after Tom had been securely bound once
more.
"Then we'll carry him into the cellar of the vacant
house," said Brannigan.
"No," replied the other. "I'll take him into my place.
That other fellow 11·ho got away will bring the cops down
here, anc1 they'll search both buildings. Now, I've got a
place in my house where he'll be as snug as a bug, and not
ev.en the police ca.n :find him if they go through my lodgings. I ought to have taken him there in the first place.
But better late than never. H elp me carry him into the
yard."
Between them they bore Tom into the small yard.
"Wait till I get on the fence, then boost him up and get
back to your work."
In two minutes the thickset man wa dragging the boy
into the rear of his house.
He yanked his victim down into the cellar with as little
ceremony as if he was handling a sack of potatoes.
Striking a match, he lighted a lantern that hung from a
nail in a cross-beam.
"Now, my slippery friend, I think you'll find it mighty
difficult to make a third attempt to escape. I ha.cl no idea
you were quit~ so lively, but I have your wings clipped this
time."
He opened the door of fl good-sizecl closet, bent down and
lifted up the entire floor, which worked on hinges, revealing
in the lantern light a kind of ship's ladder.
Down this he carried Tom in his arms and laid him on
an old mattress, which nearly filled the narrow, cell-like
_ enclosure.
"There, my cock-sparrow, ii you can get out of this
pl ace? yon'll clo better than any one ever did before, You're

right on the level with the river, and one of the city's sewers
runs alongside your' head. You can amuse yourself listenin'
to the rush of the water. I'll fetch you somethin 'to cat
about dark or later. Whether you stay hern a day or a
week will depend on circumstances."
'rhe bearded man took up the lantern, ascended the ladder, closed the ttap and was gone, leaving Tom ·in the dark
and a prey to very discoun1gi11g tho1ights.
The only sound that broke the ilencc of the cell was the
flow of water in the sewer close by his head.
"This is the tol1ghest deal I've ever been up against,"
thought the boy. "Just as I thought I was going to get
clear off that rascal turns up and queers me. Talk about
hard luck l The only chance I see is that Field will bring
the police down on the barroom next door, and that, not
finding me there, they may search the neighborhood and
discover this vault, for that's whal it looks like."
Hours passed and nothing happened to break in on the
monotony of his impTisonment.
Tom :finally gave up all hope of a. rescue and resigned
himself to whatever fate ha.cl in store foT him.
At last the stuffy atmosphere of the cell overcame him
and he fell asleep.
He awoke at last to a stupid realization that a light was
flashing in his face.
The bearded man was standing beside him, with 'a lantern
in one hand ancl a cup off cofl'.ce arnl two ~anclwiches perched
upon it in the oiher.
He placed the articles on the floor and then proceeded
Lo loosen one of Tom's hancls.
"Now, then, be lively," snid the ma.n. "E:1t those sandwiches and pour down that coffee, for I can't stay here all
night."
.
Tom had a notion to refuse, but thought better of it as
he realized he had an appetite sharpened by a whole day's
fasting.
So he ate the sandwiches, which taste.cl good, and swallowed the coffee.
The man watched him with a, gleam 0£ safofadion in h i<
eyes.
He picked up the dishes and the lantern and remotmtec1
the ladder, without taking th~ trouble io tie the boy's arm
again.
Tom watched his exit in a dreamy kind of way,
There seemed to be a buzzing !"Ound in hi~ head, anrl a
queer feeling benumbed his faculties.
He made one effort to ri::ie on his elbow, but something
pulled him back on the' mattress.
Then his senses flecl, and he lay after that like a log,
breathing thickly.
It was hours after that when he opened his eyes, not in
the darkness of the cell, but in the dingy gloom of a vessel's
forecastle.
He lay upon 'one of the eight bunks that lined the two
sides of the place.
The dull light of early morning was sifting through th
scuttle opening.
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The mate stowed a small keg of water and a. cass of bis·
The watch below, three hardy-looking, m:ore or less
bunks.
in the boat, which was already swinging at her davits.
their
in
cuits
bearded men, were snoring away
called on Tom and another member of the crew to
He
The vessel itself was rising and falling in a sweeping
man the davits, for the schooner, which, on closer inspe<:•
roll to the surges of the broad Atlantic.
Tom lay looking at the ceiling of the smoke am;l dirt tion, seemed to be waterlogged, was now close aboard.
"There doesn't seem to be a soul .aboard of her," said the
begrimed forecastle for some little tiine before he came to
captain to his first mate.
understand the situation he was in.
They may be below, sir. She's got a jib and fores'l to
Then he realized the truth.
· He had been shanghaied, and was aboard some outward- keep her head before the wind," observed the mate. " The
helm's lashed to the weather bulwarks: Not a stick left
bound craft.
but the stump of the mainmast, and the spar for'ard rigged
Well, he would have to make the best of a bad job.
There was lots for him to learn, for he had no experience as a jury forema st."
"Lower away, Mr. Bruce," said the skipper.
on board a sqtiare-rigged vessel, an d he guessed he would
The bark had been thrown up in the wind, and down
have a rough time learning it, especially if the man with
\rent the quarter boat to the water, with Tom and the other
the foghorn voice had shipped him as an A. B.
At this moment there was a th~1mping sound on the deck man at the falls and the mate standing up.
got
companion
his
and
Tom
and
loose,
cast
was
boat
The
:
opening
scuttle
the
down
roared
voice
hoarse
above and a
schooner.
the
for
pulled
and
oars
their
out
Tumble
!
hearties
"All hands on deck ! Look alive, my
When close under her quarter the mate hailed, but reup! Tumble up !"
This hail arou'sed the slumbering sailors and they tum- ceived no reply.
The boat was pulled around on the qther side and he
bled up in a hurry.
Tom, feeling that he might as well :face the music now hailed again several times.
No answer being received, he orclered the rowers to pull
as later on, :follow€d them up the tihort ladder.
The second mate, after giving the boy a sharp look, set close in, and he seized a line hanging over the wreck's side.
"1!ere, you, Whitney," he cried to Tom. ·"Shin up, t ake
him to washing down the deck with the others.
Tom soon :found out that he was one o.f the crew of the a look around, and don't lose any time ovei: it. l£ t here's
British bark Wanderer, of Cardiff, Wales, which had sailed no one aboard we'll haul off and let her drift."
Tom pulled himself aboard the schooner and made a
from ·Boston harbor early that morning.
break for the cabin first of all.
The vessel was now off Boston Light, heading E.:N.E.
Running down the steps, he found the place entirely deWe will not dwell on our hero's first experiences on the
vessel, but simply say that he found he was not by any serted, with articles thrown about pell mell, and other evidences of a hasty depa.r ture on the part of skipper and
means in a bed of roses.
At six bells (three o'clock) in the afternoon watch an crew.
incident happened which unexpectedly terminated T·om's
"I guess there isn't any use looking in the :fok's'l," he
connection with the bark.
said to himself. "The whole crowd seems to have ·dusted
The sky was overcast, and the wind was coming out- of out."
the east, when the lookout announced a sail in sight.
At that moment he thought he heard a shout from the
"Aye, aye! Where away?" asked the skipper, who was mate in the boat.'
on deck at the time.
H e started to return to the deck, when suddenly a heavy
"Two points off the weathiir bow, sir," was the reply.
squall struck the wreck and forced her over on her beam
"Run up and see what you make of her, Mr. Bruce," ends.
cried the captain, hailing the second mate, who was forTom was pitched to the floor of the cabin, and, his head
ward. "Well, what js she,'Mr. Bruce?" he asked impa- striking against the leg of the stationary table, he rolled
tiently:
over unconscious.
"I make her out to be a dismasted sc,hooner, with a flag
CHAPTER XII.
of distress flying from a jury foremast," J:eplied t4e mate,
FOG AND DARKNESS.
IN
ratlines.
lower
the
up
half-way
perch
his
from
The squall was of short duration, and the schooner soon
"Aye, aye, I have her now," said the skipper, bringing
righted, after taking a few barrels of water into the cabin,
his glass to bear on the derelict.
He ordered the bark's course changed a point to the east- which swirled around Tom's head and brought him back
ward, and with every sail drawing the Wanderer bore down to consci011sness.
A dense fog came up in the wake of the blow, and when
on the disabled craft.
Fifteen minutes later the skipper ordered the lashings the boy reached the deck the air was so thick all around it
was impossible for him to see a dozen yards in any direction.
thrown off one of the quarter boats.
"Take two men with you, Mr. Bruce, and keep your : He looked over the side to see if the boat was still there,
eye on the weather. I don't much like the looks of the sky. 1 though he did not expect to find it; but it wasn't.
The truth forced itself on his mind that he was alon~
I believe there's a fog coming up."
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on the abandoned schooner, niany miles from the nea.rest
land, and in -the grasp of a heavy fog.
The chances of an early rescue seemed to be very slight.
If he could find nothing to eat on board he might float
around on the s~r£ace of the ocean until he perished of
starvation.
The prospect was certainly not a cheerful one.
Tom sat down on the top of the short companion ladder
leading to the cabin and moped for an hour or two.
It would have been bad enough if he could have looked
out on the four quarters of a sailless waterscape, but to be
hedged in by a mist as thick as,pea soup was dismal and
discouraging beyond description.
Then o;n top o·f all came the cravings of a healthy stomach .
'
·

i.lt last in utter desperation Tom started on a tour of
investigation.
His most pressing object was to try and find something
that he could eat.
· He found the pantry of this vessel was in the cabin-a
small encl room.
It showed evidences of having been pretty well cleaned
out by the crew when they took to the boats.
· Boxes of preserved meats and vegetables had been pried
open and their contents gone.
Cases of crackers had been similarly treated.
T·om found nothing but fragments of stuff which had
been opened previously £or general consumption, or had
been dropped in the rush to get away from the vessel.
There was enough to satisfy his hunger for the present,
and, as there was a breaker three-quarters full 0£ good
water, his hopes rose a bit, and he returned to his lonesome
s~at feeling somewhat better.
As the hours went by the fog showed no disposition to
lift.
Tom got tired 0£ doing nothing, so he lighted a lantern
he found in the pantry and started in ·to look about the
cabin.
In a locker under one 0£ the bunks he discovered a sexbnt, several charts, an old-fashioned, loaded Colt's revolver,
fhc or six boxes 0£ fancy crackers, that were particuJa.rly
wC'lcome to him; a jar almost foll 0£ preserved ginger, a
lot 0£ shirts, underclothes, socks and various other articles.
In another locker he found, in additioµ to an assortment
of underwear, several books, a watch and a leather pouch
containing a handful of gold and silver coins) amounting
i.o eighty dolla.rs.
Tom then went forward and looked into the forecastle.
1t was a dingy, gloomy place, fitted with rough bunks,
filled with the crew's bedding and some of their personal
uclongings.
.
By the time he had fi11ished his tour of inspection night
hafl closed in. m1d the fog hacl grown thicker, if anything.
Whether the derelict was drifting in toward the coast, or
further out to sea, 'l'om, of course, could form no idea.
As a matter of fact, however, both the fog and the vessel

were approaching the iron-bound coast of Main~the former very much faster than the latter.
· Tom's one great fear was that some steamer or other vessel might run the waterlogged schooner down in the dark·
ness and the fog, in which event his own situation would be
most perilous, with the chances in favor of him losing his
life.
'
For that reason he did not care to risk going to sleep in
the cabin, but got a mattress from one of the bunks on
deck, with a couple of blankets to roll himself up in, and
then lay down.
'The slight rise and fall of the schooner, together with
the wash of the water against her sicfes, lulled the boy to
sleep, and for several hours he lay in sweet forgetfulness
of his unpleasant situation.
The wind rose a bit after midnight, and, acting on the
jib and reefed foresail, propelled the derelict at about four
knots an hour toward the' coast. '
As morning approached the wind grew stronger, causing
the schooner to roll sl ggishly from 8ide t~ side.
On one of these occasions the vessel dipped more than
usual, ancl Tom was sent sliding and floundering into the
scupper.
Naturally he woke up, and for a moment didn't understand just where he was.
The schooner then heeled over in the other direction,
and the boy grabbed a rope that his hand came in contact
with to save himself from slipping down into the opposite
scupper.
By the time the derelict righted once more he got on his
feet.
·

It was as dark as the ace of spades and the f<?g was jnst
as thick as ever.
"There seems to be quite a stiff breeze blowing, he said,
as he made his way back to the stump of, the mainmast,
against which he had been sleeping. "It's a wonder it
wouldn't break ~p this fog. Hello ! What's that?"
It was a new and most peculiar sound, seemingly right
ahead.
A weird bellowing noise, that rose and £ell, and rose
again, each time a little louder than before.
It was not like that 0£ any living creature he had ever
heard or dreamed 0£, but rather the menace 0£ some hor•
rible morniter unknown to earth or air.
"What can that be?" he breathed, in some little alarm,
for to his frightened fancy the palpitating atmosphero
al'.ound him suddenly seemed to be alive with ghostly shapes,
ihat formed and dissolved and re-£ormc'1. again.
l£ the rattled boy saw anything at all, it w.as the curling
masses 0£ fog disturbed by the puffs 0£ wind.
All the stories 0£ hideous shapes that dwelt beneath the
ocean waves, and all the old legends 0£ the sea his father
had relatccl to him, while they both used to stand together
at the tiller 0£ the sloop Martha Perkins, came to him now
and sent the . chills craw1ing up and down his back.
Solitude and 'night and a thick fog, far removed from
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human kind, inevitably produces in the mind strange effeds.
All ordinary reasoning and common sense go astray.
Tom clung to a fractured piece of the broken mast and
gazed with bulging eyes out into the thick air, every nerve
on the tingle as his ears listened "to that strange, indescfibabk bellowing sound that was evidently approaching
the vessel.
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It was a silent and picturesque spot, and from this basin
Tom , caught the low moaning bellow which, when at its
height, had so alarmed him in the dark.
Six or eight miles away, with other islands ,between, lay
the coast of Maine.
From the trend of the current Tom saw that the der elict
would either pass between the cliffs into the 'basin or strike
the rocks close by.
In any case he felt sure of reaching the island without
As it grew louder and more distinct another sound, which
his practiced ears r ecognized as the surf b~ating upon a hazarding his life.
stretch of r ocks, mingled with it.
" The schooner is drifting ashore, " he muttered. · "We
CHAPTER XIII.
shall be on the rocks before long, and then I'll hav~ to swim
A GHASTLY DISCOVERY.
out for myself. Oh, that it was daylight!"
Tom did not know the ·n ame of this little island the
As if in answer to his appeal, he soon began to notice a
schooner was closing in on, nor, for that matter, did his
lighting up of the air behind him.
ignorance on the subject worry him.
As the moments slipped by the pall of darkness took on
"Any port in a storm,'' as _the saying is, was what he
a grayish tinge that heralded the coming of another day.
was looking for, and good dry land, even an island several
The fog, however, showed )lei signs of dissipating.
miles gff shore, was preferable to the deck of a disabled
Nor did that disquieting bellowing sound cease, but
vessel which a sudden change in the wind was likely to
rather increa eel in intensity, just as the hollow roar of the
drive off to sea again.
sur f augmented in vol urne.
'l'his island, however, was called "'l'he Horseshoe," or
Tom was now sa tisfied the terrifying noise came . from
Horseshoe
I sland, because it resembled a horseshoe, with
the sBore that the derelict was approaching.
the
points
drawn
close-that is, it seemed like an attempt
Then all at once he r easoned out the cause of it.
on
the
part
of
nature
to inclose a small portion of the
The scnooner was drifting in upon the Maine coast,
sea
within
high,
:fir-covered
walls.
which is one of the mos t inhospitable in the world.
At the points of the horseshoe was a narrow channel conAt the base of many of the high cliffs, where the ocean
surges beat continually, are deep :fissures and sea caverns, necting the enclosed water and the outside ocean, and
into which t he gr een water, changes t o yeasty foam, ever through this the tides fl.owed fiercely ; bu~ so protected was
churns and rushes night and day, causing strange bellow- the inner basi n that scarcely a ripple di sturbed its surface.
ing sounds to arise from the expulsion of the partially im- . The influence of this nanow channel evidently extended
out some distance, to account for the fact that the schooner
prisoned air.
seemed
to be drawn right for the entran.ce to the horseshoe.
The moment Tom thought of that his fears dropped
Tom
was soon satisfied that the derelict would pass
away fro m him and he was himself once more.
through
the entrance, and consequently he had no further
Then, too, morning was coming on fast, and the boy
felt that there was nothing in all the world quite so blessed anxiety fo r his own safety.
H e descend ed the companionway to the cabin, and, grabas daylight.
To make the outlook still more encouraging, the fog bing a box of the fan cy biscuits, as well as the jar of preserved ginger, with a spoon to dip the sweet stuff out, he
seemed to be thinning out.
•
"I wonder what part of the coast we're ~oin g ashore on?" return ed to the deck to eat his breakfast and watch the
he asked himself. " I hope there's a bit of beach that I can progress of the schooner.
reach. If it's nothing but headland s'! will stand a mighty
Th e derelict glided right on toward the mouth of the
poor sh ow for my life."
horseshoe, just as if some unseen power was drawing her
The bellowing sound was now dying away, as if the tide into the little landlocRed haven.
'
had either risen o~ fall e:q to a point that did away with the
Ten minutes more and she shot between the twin projecact ion of th e air in the cavern.
tion s, so close to both. as almost to scrape her sides upon
The sun now rose above the watrr horizon. and as if the the rocks.
fog t ook this as a signal to disperse it rose and melted
The impetus carried her over to the further side of .the
away westward.
basin, where her broken bowsprit bumped geJ?.tly against
Right ahead, wit hin perhaps a quarter of a mile, lay a the irregular wall of rock which formed a sort of amphiRmall green i!"land, almost surrounded with ugly looking theater all around her.
reefs.
Then she floated off to one sirl e of this placid retreat and
Tlrn schooner was headed as straight as a di e for a narrow gradually came to a complete rest under a rocky shelf, upon
opening between two low cliffs.
which Tom at once sprang with a feeling of great satisfacThis channel led right into a kind of almost land-locked tion.
basin.
T here he :finished his breakfast, while gazing down into
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the basin and around upon the green shrubbery, that looked
r esplendant in the morning sunshine.
He made one discovery from this point that made his
heart beat with joy. . •
Floating close to a narrow patch of beach on the opposite arm of the horseshoe was a sta.unch-looking rowboat.
That seemed to solve the problem right away of how he
was to reach the main shore.
"Luck is beginning to turn my way at last," he said,
with a feeling of relief. "I won't 'have to r emain on this
island a moment longer than I care to. Thank goodness
for tha.t, for a few boxes of crackers and a jar of preserved
ginger is not exactly what I should care to adopt for a
regular diet, even while they held out. There 011ght to be
SQllle clams around here. When the tide goes down I'll
hunt for them and have a decent meal."
Tom lost no time in walking around the top of the rocky
wall and then descending to the bit of white beach in order
to secure the boat.
He was delighted to find a pair of oars in her, and he
rowed her to the schooner and secured her.
He went into the cabin, where he took possession of the
revolver, the pouch of money, the seAiant, which he knew
he could dispose of for several dollars, and sundry other
articles of value, including a watch.
'
He made a package of everything but the watch and
money, and deposited it in the boat.
. Then he walked to a high rock on the island, mounted it,
and viewed the distant shore as well as he could to determine what point he should make for when he pulled out
of the basin in the rowboat.
He could see no houses or other evidences of civilization
at that distance-nothing but a long line of cliffs, with
apparent indentations; but he had great hopes of finding
his way up some bay or small river to a town or village,
whence he would be able to ma.ke his way to the railroad.
He made out one sail in the far distance, but whether
the craft was he~ding that way or not he couldn't tell.
By the time he had taken all the observations he wished
the tide was well on the ebb, and once more he heard the
. bellowing noise rising out of the basin.
He thought he would go and see just :what made this
sound.
So he returned to the derelict. and, boarding the small
boat, rowed in the direction of the sotmd.
. It came from a point near the patch of beach, which was
now much wider, owing to the receding of the water.
He grounded the boat and looked arnund among the
w;eed-covered rocks that a little while before had been covered with water.
Suddenly he found himself staring at a dark opening
beneath an overhanging shelf of rock not two rods away.
Getting down· on his hands and knees, he looked in.
It seei;ned to be the opening to a marine cavern.
He crawled in a short distance and came to a pause.
The hole looked larger inside, and as his eyes grew acC\lstomed to the gloom he could see that it sloped upward.

His curiosity was ~xcited, and he determined to explore
it further with a lantern.
When once he stood upright outside he found the tide
had receded to a considerable cxtci:t . .
That fact put him in mind of the clams he expected to
find in the mud, so he ·deferred exploring the cavern until
he had secured the shell fish.
Having dug up as many as he thought he could eat, he
gathered some dried brushwood and bits of wreckage togethcr, made a fire and roasted them.
They tasted uncommonly good under the circumstances
and he didn't leave a single one.
Then he li ghted the lantern which, with a box of matches,
he had brought in the boat, and cautiously made his way
over the slippery rocks to the yawning entrance, now fully
expo:-cd, o:f the sea cave.
'Not thq :faintest whisper issued from it now.
The stillness of death reigned all about the little basin.
'11 he only sound that could be heard anywhere was the
ri sing and Falling roll of the surf on the rocks outs!de.
'l'om stooped under the archway of the rock and stepped
inside.
Flashing the light of the lantern around, the reflection
showed the cavern sloped sharply upward.
Carefully on hi s hands and knees, supporting himself by
one hand, he crawled up the incline until the floor became
level, and then he stood upright.
For a moment he halted there, lrying to peer into the
inky darkness.
He seemed to be looking into a wide, open space, the air
of which was tainted by a peculiar odor.
Tom now began to entertain some doubts about going any
further into the uncanny place.
However, he took a few more steps, paused again, and
swung the lantern above his head.
Now he conld see the wall of rock all about, and on the
furth er side and close to the wall a huge, flat rock, upon
which lay a pile of something that glittered in the lantern
light.
"What's that?" breathed Tom, as he took a step forward
to get a better look at it.
· At that moment his eyes, now grown somewhat accustomed to the semi-darkness, rested on the floor formation
near the fiat stone, and he caught sight of two grewsomelooking objects, locked in a half-embrace, that caused him
to give a gasp of horror.
The roots of his hair began to tingle, as though each
individual one ·was beginning to rise and stiffen out.
In desperation he held the lantern forward at arm's
length, and beheld, prostrate there beside the rock, two
shriveled and blackened corpses.

I

CHAPTER XIV.
GOL~OL~OLDi

"Great Scott!" gasped Tom, as he gazed with horror on
those two dead bodies reduced to skeletons in that dark
cavern.
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He placed the ~antern on the rock and with feverish
The position of the corpses, from whose bones' the clothing hung in tatters, indicated that a tragedy had been eagerness began to grasp up double handfuls of the coins.
How they jingled! And rolled! And :fl.ashed in the lan- ·
e_nactcd years before in the cave-a fatal quarrel, probably,
tern light when their heretofore unexposed surfaces turned
between two strong and well-built men.
As if to remove any doubt on that head, a heavy, old- over and seemed to laugh into his face.
Gold!
fashioned pistol and a long, wiclrnd-looldng knife, both
"Aye I Hundreds of pieces, with milled edges and sharpthickly coveretl with rust, lay close beside them.
"Those two chaps evidently fottght it out to a finish," ly defined faces.
Five, ten and twenty dolla.r pieces-:-largely the latter.
. breathed the startled boy. "That must have been fifty
had it all come from?
Where
enough
is
sight
years ago, from the looks of them now. This
accumulated such a quantity of American
had
Who
to give a fellow the nightmare for a week."
'rhe impulse was strong on Tom to turn from ·the ghastly money?
tableau and fly from the cave, and he was about to do so,
And how had it been acquired?
when his eyes fell upon a scQre ot more of tarnished pieces
Honestly or-and Tom glanced down at the skeletons.
of metal l'escmbling money that lay upon the floor.
Accid entally he moved one of his legs forward .
A couple of them lay directly at his feet, and instinclt struck the ribs of one of the corpses.
tively he stooped and. picked them up.
Instantly a strange thing happened.
Rubbing them on his tro.users, Tom saw, with a thrill of
The perfectly shaped skeletons crumbled into shapeless
satisfaction, that th ey were twenty-dollar gold piece$.
dust, leaving only a few shreds of moldy cloth, a handful
Dropping them into his pocket, he advanced another step or two of coarse hair, and several scattered. teeth on the
and gathered up 13everal more.
floor in the midst .of the dust to show that tl1' ghastly reThe greater part of the scattered coins lay under or be- mains of two men had ever existed.
hind the corpses, and the boy felt a natural repugnance to
Tom was paralyzed for a moment at this sudden collapse
disturbing the ghastly remains.
of the dead; then he drew a breath of relief that they ha~l
Despite that, however, he hated to leave i.he money be- vanished forever from his sight.
hind in the cave.
With his boot he gingerly knocked the dozen-odd coins
As he stood there undecided, swinging the lantern to and away from contact with the dust of the dead men and
fro, his eyes once more lighted on the little heaps of glis- greedily pocketed them.
.
tening metal on the top of the fl.at stone.
Then he gave his attention once more to the piles of
"Gee whiz I" he breathed, as he raised the lantern above coin on the stone.
his head to get a better look, "I believe that's money, too"How shall I take all this money away?" he asked himheaps of it."
self.
The very thought of such a thing sent the blood coursing
He thought of the empty boxes in the schooner's storequicker through his veins.
room.
And it must be all gold-golden double eagles-just
"I will get several of the smaller ones, fill them with the
think of it I
coin, and nail covers on them. '],'hat's what I'll do," he
Here was wealth within his reach-probably thousands said eagerly.
·
of dollars.
Having decided on this course, Tom lost no time in putTom drew a long, wistful breath as he gazed fascinated ting it into execution.
at the tarnished money.
Before leaving the cave, however, he :filled every pocket
The desire to possess it overcame his fear and disgust with golden double eagles and then made his way down the .
at the presence of the skeletons.
declivity tb the entrance.
What will not a person dare to secure a golden hoard?
He did not notice that the tide had turned and was ris"There is money enough there to make mother, Ruth ing once more-all he thought about was rowing off to the
and I comfortable for life," he muttered, moistening his derelict and procuring the boxes to hold the fortune in
lips with the point of his tongue. "Why shouldn't I take money he had so strangely discovered.
it? Who has a better right to it than me? I have found
Tom found se.veral boxes that were small enough to be
it after it has lain neglected here all these years-goodness easily handled when full of coined money and he carried
knows how many. It is clearly mine-all mine!"
them on deck.
Dashing forward, Tom thrust his hand into the tarnished
It was then he heard that strange bellowing sound again
\
mass.
as the tide surged into the opening to the cavern.
He didn't think anything of it then, for the sound had
He was standing above th£) skeletons now-so close that
his trousers legs almost touched the grim bones; but he lost all its terrors for him; but when he rowed to the patch
of beach once more he saw to his disappointment that the
was no longer afraid or concerned about them. '
It was the gold which fell ringing on the stone as his entrance to the cave was rapidly being covered by the rising
fingers displaced several of the piles that took up all of his water .
. "l can't get in there :for several hours now," he said,
thoughts.

24

A LUCKY CHANCE.

''unless I swam in, and then I couldn'\ get .out again with
any of the money until the tide went down once more.
I'd rather amuse rnyself out here in the open air than be
irnprisoned in that ghostly place. There's no hurry, anyway, as I guess this island is very seldom visited. I think
I'll see if I can get a few clams before the water gets too
de.ep."
J

self, when he had got a pair of blankets on deck and lay
down to sleep under Lhe sLar-lit sky. "It was a lucky
chance that carried me to this island. Mother will now be
able to pay off the mortgage, and we shall have loads oi
money in the bank. I mean to have a fine schooner built
and go into the coasting trade on my own hook. No more
working for other people after this. I'll buy an interest in
some good fishing schooner, too, if I get the chance, and
have other people work for me. If father was only alive
now he could retire from business and live on the :fat of
the land for the rest of his life. I wonder if Amy Wilson
will be glad to hear of my good luck. One of these days
I mean to-"
The words died drowsily upon his lips, his eyes closed,
and he fell asleep to dream of caves filled to the ceiling
with golden coins, and every bit of it all his own.

He managed to dig enough of the shellfish for a meal,
and, starting a .fire, cooked and ate the~ in connection with
a package of crackers.
· The gold pieces he had already brought out of the cave
amounted to nearly one thousand dollars, all in twentydollar pieces of dates previous to 1860.
He passed away the time cleaning them of the tarnish
which disuse and the salt atmosphere of the cavern had
tinged them with in a greater or lesser degree .
./ He made a small package of this lot and placed it in the
bow of the boat, beside the other bundle.
CHAPTER XV.
Then he devoted the larger part of the afternoon to walkTOM LEAVES HORSESHOE ISLAND.
ing over the island, or sitting on its most. elevated part
watching a.number of fore-and-aft craft that passed up
Tom awoke with the sun, and, finding that the tide was
and down the coast.
down, he rowed to the beach, dug up another mess of clam
When he returned to the shore of the basin he found the and made a breakfast of them.
hole uncovered again and the ti·de rapidly falling.
"I shall never see a clam after this but it will put me in
· He waited impatiently for the hole to widen so that he mind of this island with its treasure of golden coin. I'd
could wade in, and then, taking one of the boxes under give something to know who those two dead men wel'e in
his arm, he returned to the cave.
their time, and how that money came to be in the cave.
· Everything looked just the same as when he had been Looks as if they might have robbed a bank, or got the
in there before, and, without wasting a moment in count- money il). some other questionable way. They must have
ing the gold coin, he swept enough of it into the box to fill ·quarreled over the division of the spoils, then one of them
it, and, leaving the lantern behind him, made his way stabbed the other mortally, and was in turn fatally shot.
slowly aJ?.d cautiously out into the open air again.
They died locked in a death grip, and so the money, howIn this way he made eight trips in a short period of ever they came by it, did them no good. It's funny it
time, and the last time brought away the lantern.
should have remained all these vears undiscovered in that
"There must be all of fifty thousand or sixty thousand cave. And yet I don't know th;t it is so remarkable, after
dollars in these boxes," he thought, as he gazed down upon all. This island; on account of the dangerous reefs, and
them where they lay, on the sand. "Whii,t a glorious find the absence of any special object in landing here, is Ta.rely
this has been! I can find it in my .heart to :forgive Buck visited, I guess. Then who would think of entering that
Hawley and bis crafty son :for the injury they did me in hole under the rocks? If it wasn't that I felt a curiosity to
Boston, since it has led me to the discovery of this :fortune. find out just what made that bellowing noise I never :would
Had I made my escape that morning with George Field I have investigated it myself. And, come to think of it, I
. should in all probability be aboard the Polly Ann now .on didn't find out, after all. I guess I shan't bother with the
the way to a new fishing ground to :face another siege of subject now. I discovered a much better secret than thathard work for a half share's recompense. Strange how a truly golden one-and so the cause which gives rise to
things work out in this world."
the noise doesn't interest me any longer."
He had brought a hammer and nails ashore with him,
Tom had retained about three hundred dollars of the
and :for the next twenty minutes he employed himself nail- gold in his pocket to meet any emergency that might arise,
ing the covers securely on the eight boxes.
and now, as the sea. was smooth, he got out the oars and
Then he stowed them in the rowboat.
rowed away from Horseshoe Island, which had proved such
By that time it was after sundown, and Tom decided a mine of wealth to him.
it would be :foolish for him to leave the island that night.
Two hours later he was off Narraguagus Bay.
So he dug up more .clams, cooked and ate them with a
After pulling up a mile or two he saw a small catboat
gTeat relish, for he was feeling like a bird.
.
anchored at the mouth of a creek.
I
After that he rowed the boat alongside the schooner, and
There were a man and boy aboard engaged in fishing.
took special care to tie her so there was very little chance
Tom pulled within hailing distance and inquired where
of her :floating away.
he was.
•
"I call this taking fortune on the wing," he said to himThey both looked at him in some surprise.
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=====================================================--====================
"Don't you know you're in .N arraguagus Bay?" asked
Accordingly

the fisherman put in a.t a small creek three
the man.
miles below the town, and in a very short time Tom saw the
'l'om shook his head.
sailboat moored alongside a small landing-place.
" Where did You come from ?"
A. bargain was finally str~1ck between him and the owner,
" A waterlogged t;chooner tliat 1rent ~shore on an island Tom getting possession of it for one hundred and eighty
out yonder."
I
dollars, which he paid over in gold coin, much to the aston" What island?"
ishment of the seller, who wanted to know where the boy
" I don't know the name of it. I've never been so far got so much gold.
down east before."
"That needn't worry you, sir," replied Tom, "so long
" What did the island look like?"
as you are satisfied it is real American money. I came by
- " A circular island with a small harbor inside," replied it honestly, all right. I live in Glo'ster, and am going right
Tom.
back there by water in this boat."
" That's the Horseshoe," spoke up the boy.
"What have you got in those boxes ?" Mked the man,
The man nodded.
curiously.
" Where's the rest of the schooner's people ? On the
"Well, if you want to know real bad, they're full of gold
island?"
coin .·imilar to what I have paid you for the boat," grinned
" No. I was the only one aboard when she struck the Tom.
island."
He said it in such a way as to give the impression tha11
As the man seemed much interested in this statement, he was joking, though he was actually telling the truth.
Tom pulled alongside and told how he had been carried off
As he supposed, and of course wished, the man did not
against his will from Boston aboard the English bark Wan- believe any such nonsense as that, and so Tom wriggled out
derer ; how the waterlogged schooner had been sighted late of what might have proved a serious predicament.
in the afternoon of the day but one previous; how he, the
H e obtained a bill of sale for the boat, made out in due
second mat~ and another seaman had been sC'nt to board form, and then, taking his rowboat in tow, followed his
her ; l10w a sudden squall had come up, followed by a fog, friend the fisherman on the catboat back to the mouth of
after he was on the derelict 's c1eck, and he was separated the creek, where he parted from him, and laid a course down
from the boat, and, fin ally, how he had reached the island the bay toward the Atlantic.
.
harbor, after drifting all night through the fog.
Shortly afterward, seeing that he would pass close to a
"You seem to have had a hard time of it," said the man. small island, he put in there and transferred his boxes and
" Oh, I'm not kicking," replied Tom, with a satisfied bundles to the cabin of his sailboat .
grin. " What's the nearest town I can strike ?"
This was a great relief to him, for they were n ow out of
" The nearest town is Harrington, on the railroad. But . sight and no longer likely to attract attention.
it's ten miles from here-rather a hard pull for you. If
But he now snddenly awoke to the unpleasant fact that
you don't mind staying by us for a couple hours, I'll tow he "'as unprovided with anything to eat except the same
you up there. I'll lend you a line anc1 you can help us fish." old diet of crackers and the remains of the preserved ginger.
Tom agreed to this friendly proposition, as he did not
" \rell,''. he ~ai d philosophically, "it won't do any harm.
care to pull the, ten miles under a warm sun unless obliged to·go on short commons until I can reach some place where
to do it.
I can lay in a stock of provisions. I wish I had a few
It was about noon that the catboat got under way for bills, though, instead of all this gold. P eople seem to looli
town, and during the trip it occurred to the boy that if he at a twenty-dollar piece with suspicion, because it's so little
could buy a good sailboat he would prefer to return to in general circulation."
Gloucester by water, on account of the boxes of coin, which
After leaving N arraguagus Bay he laid his course for '
he wished to have under his own eye constantly, on account large isla.n d inshore to the southwest.
of their value, for it was possible some accident might hapHe .met a fishing boat on his way and obtained a couple
pen to them if shipped ·by rail.
, of fine, fat mackerel, likewise the information that there
"Do you know whether I could buy or charter a sailboat was a small liamlet on the inner shore of the island in ques~
in this neighborhood?" he asked the fishe:rman.
tion.
"Why, yes, there is a good boat that you could get if you
H e sailed around the island till he came to a wharf, whe~e
had two hundred dollars in cash to pay for it . It's easily he moored his boat.
worth double that sum-in fact, I believe it originally cost
Then he went up to a general store he saw there and
about six hundred dollars. I am acquainted with the man bought several dollars' worth of supplies-enough, he calwho owns it, and who has been advertising it for sale. I'll culated, to keep him until he reached his home-t endering
take you around to his place, where you can see the boat a ten-dollar piece in payment.
and rn akej;he best bargain you can if, as I said, you have
"Haven't you got any bills ?" asked the storekeeper, lookthe money to pay down ." ·
ing at the coin doubtfully; not that.h e doubted its genuine" I have the money," replied Tom, quietly, " and if the ness, but he was lea.th to have the coin around his drawer,
boat is worth the price asked I'll buy it."
for fear he might lose or mislay it.
·
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"No; ' replied the boy; "that's the best I can do with I of his, and had tried, with poor success, to square himself
you. "
with Amy.
·
The man accepted it reluctantly, and handed Tom the
About the time that Tom had rounded the cape, several
right change.
·
miles below, Hawley and his chum were sailing around the
After sailing seaward till he reached the outer and unin- picnic ground in the catboat.
' habited part of the island, he hauled in ashore again, made . Dave was in bad humor on account of the rebuffs. he had
a fire on the beach and cooked one of the mackerel for his got from the girl he was sweet on, and was meditating resupper.
venge upon her.
As he now had fresh bread, butter, and ~arious other
They were circling the southern shore of the island, when
lldj uncts, he made a very satisfactory' meal-the first real his companion called his attention to two girls who were
good one he had enjoyed since fate separated him from the picking flowers just back of the beach.
Polly Ann. .
The girls had strayed away from the rest of the picnickHe then continued his course along the coast to the so-uth- ers, and Hawley recognized them at once as Amy Wilson
westward under jib and mainsail.
and Ruth Whitney.
As it grew dark he approached one of the innumerable
His lobster-like eyes snapped maliciously when he saw
small islands that dot the shores of Maine.
they were quite alone.
N ot havi.n g any knowledge of the navigation of this
An audacious scheme suggested itself to him.
stretch of water, and fearing he might blunder on some
Amy had persistently refused all his proposals to sail
reef or hidden ledge in the dark, Tom resolved to anchor
in the boat with him.
all night under the lee of thl.s island.
Here was a chance to make her go with him, whether she
He found a little cove, into which he ran, and, dropping would or not.
' ·
the anchor and lowering his canvas, he felt pretty secme
"Say," he grinned to his crony, ''suppose we put in to
until .morning.
the.beach and make them two girls come out with us down
the bay a bit. I heard you say you liked Ruth Whitney,
CHAPTER XVI.
but
that she gave you the icy mitt; now here's a chance to
DAVE ffAWLEYS AUDACWUS ACT.
get
back
at her. I've been aching for a chance to get square
A week later Tom Whitney sight.eel Cape Ann, an.d in a
with
Amy Wilson, and here it is all cut and clriec1 for me to
few hours he rounded Eastern I'oint and headed up toward
take advantage of. Are you game to do this?"
Gloucester harbor.
His friend, whose name was Perley Moore, hesitated as
He had hugged the shqre as closely as he dared all the
way up from Narraguagus Bay, and, having encountered he thought of the possible con equences of running off with
several spells . of uncommonly rough weather, had been two girls against their will even for an hour or two, but
· obliged to lie at anchor at various sheltered spots along liis finally agreed to take a hand in the project.
Dave immediately headed the cal.boa~ for the beach, landroute. ·
ing
under a low bluff where the preoccupied girls could not
Tom was mighty glad to get within sight of home at
see
them.
last.
"We'll wait here, Perley," said Dave, hiding behind the
' He did not believe that Captain Keclge had had a chance
yet to notify his mother of his mysterious disappearance bushes; "they're coming this way. When I give the word
at Boston, because the Polly Ann had scarcely had time to we'll pounce upon them, run them down to the boat and
push off be£ore they have a chance to put up much 0£ a kick.
return from her second trip to the mackerel grounds.
On the whole, he bad enjoyed his experiences since he It will be great £un-£or us, at any rate. I'll have the satisstruck Horseshoe Island, especially after be had come into faction 0£ making Amy take a sail with me. They'll both
have to make the best 0£ it until we choose to land them."
possession of the treasure o~ the cavern.
"Where shall we take them ?"
'r he sailboat had proved herself everything her former
"A mile or so down the bay. If they get too cranky
owner had claimed for her, and Tom was well satisfied with
over the matter we'll take them all the way back to town
his bargain.
It was a warm, sunshiny afternoon, and a stiff breeze was in the boat instead 0£ landing tl;tem at the island."
"They'll be awful mad, I'll bet," replied Perley.
bl11wing up the bay.
"I don't care how mad they get. They won't be able to
The Sunday-school T om attended was having a picnic
help themselves. Once we -get them in the boat we'll run
on an island near the mouth of the harbor.
The steamer that had brought the party down in the things to suit ourselves."
morning was tied up at a small wharf on the lee of the
The two young rascals waited impatiently until Amy and
island, while t e young people, with their teachers and Ruth had got within a few feet of them, when they sprang
friends, were scattered all over the place.
out and seized them.
Amy Wilson and Ruth Whitney had both come to the picThe girls screamed and attempted tq run, but t~ey hadn't
nic; so, also, had Dave Hawley.
a ghost of a snow to get away.
Young H awley had come down in a catboat with a crony
Before they had recovered from their consternation they
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were bundled aboard the catboat, the painter cast off a)1cl
the craft headed down the bay.
"Now will you be good, Amy Wilson?" chuckled Dave,
gleefully.
"How dare you treat us in this way I" exclaimed Amy,
indignantly, as soon as she found her voice. "Take us back
to the shore," she demanded, with a stamp of her little
foot.
''We will not," replied her persecutor. "You're going for
a sail with us."
"We don't want to go sailing," protested Amy, with a
flushed face.
"You're only pretending you don't," snickered Dave,
feeling, now that the island was dropping behind, that he
was master of the situation.
"You're a bad, disagi·eeable boy!" replied Amy. "I shall
tell my father when he comes home, and he will have your
father punish you for this."
"My da~ won't do a thing to me," retorted Dave. "Come,
now, why can't you treat a fellow decent!~?"
"I don't want anything to do with you. I hate you, so
there!" cried Amy, with tears of resentment welling in her
pretty eyes.
"Ho! That won't do you any good .~'
"Wait till Tom Whitney gets back. He'll make you
dance for treating his sister in this way."
"I'm not afraid of his gettin' back in a hurry," replied
Dave, so significantly that both Amy and Ruth looked at
him in surprise.
"What do you mean?" asked Amy.
"Oh, you're interested now, are you?" answered Dave,
with a jealous note in his voice. "You'd like to see Tom
Whitney, wouldn't you? Like _to go out sailin' with him
instead of me? Well, you won't see him again for a good
while. He's gone to Europe for his health," and the young
rascal laughed derisively, as if something tickled him very
much, indeed.
"What does he mean, Amy?" whispered Ruth, uneasily.
"Oh, he's just trying to worry us about nothing,'; replied
her chum, with a curl of her lip.
· ''Am I?" sneered Dave, who had overheard her. "Just
keep on thinkin' so. I was at Boston last week when the
Polly Ann put in there to sell her fish. The day she hauled
in to the wharf to take on ice Tom Whitney disappeared.
I wouldn't be surprised if he had been knocked down along
the wharves by some of those water toughs. If they didn't
toss him into th,e bay, after robbin' him, they put him
aboard some foreign vessel bound out to sea. Such things
are done all the time."
The way Dave uttered the foregoing remarks almost convinced the two girls that something had happened· to Tom.
Ruth turned white with fear, while Amy's heart stood
still for a moment with a secret apprehension.
"You know you're not telling the truth, David Hawley,"
she cried earnestly. "You are just tantalizing us-trying
to worry Ruth here. You ought to be ashamed of yourself."

Dave snickered.
_
"Well, wait till the Polly Ann gets back to either Boston
or Glo'ster, and then see if he's aboard of her. If he is,
I'm a liar, and I 'll agree never to bother you any more, if
you don't want me to."
"Oh, Amy, do you think anything has happened to
Tom?" asked Ruth, tearfully.
"No, I don't,'' replied Amy. "I don't believe a word
this boy says. He's down on your brother because--"
Then she stopped, slightly embarrassed, for she easily
guessed why Dave Hawley hated Tom Whitney.
Hawley laughed jeeringly and nodded his head significantly.
If the young rascal had· known that the sailboat he saw
right ahead coming up the bay was sailed by the boy they
were talking about he would have hauled in his horns .a
bit, as the s~ying is, turned the catboat about and made
back f<tr the island as fast as he could go-a much surprised
and disconcerted lad.
How could he even guess such a thing, when he had received the assurance of ·the Boston sailors' lodging~house
keeper, the man with the foghorn voice, that Tow.. Whitney
had been shipped in a drugged condition aboard the British
bark Wanderer and was on his way to Cardiff, Wales?
"Are you going to take us back to the island, David
Hawley ?" asked Amy again.
" Sure, if you behave yourselves."
.
.
" If we behave ourselves! I like that I" replied Amy, indignantly. " I request that you turn back at once. If you
don't - -"
" If I don't, what then?" asked Dave, mockingly.
"You'll regret it."
" I don't think I will," replied Dave, incredulously.
" Who's goin' to touch me for just givin' you girls a pleasant sail down the bay?"
" You've carried us away from the island against our
wills?" protested Amy.
"Oh, forget it. A sail will do you good. When we get
good and ready we'll carry you back and land you at the
steamboat wharf."
Amy saw it was useless to argue with him.
H e was the boss of the situation; they were a mile from
the island, and he was evidently bent on having his own
way, so she said nothing more.
For fifteen minutes the catboat kept on its way, the wind
seeming to grow stronger every moment.
The bay was full of whitecaps, that leaped over the bow
of the boat and flung spray into their faces.
Amy and Ruth, knowing nothing of Hawley's ability to
manage the craft, began to grow more and more disquieted
a.s the catboat careened further over under the wind.
"I wish you'd turn back, Dave Hawley," Amy said at
length, in a tone of some concern. "It's getting very rough.
If this boat should upset out here we'd all be drowned."
"Don't you worry. It won't upset," replied Dave, confidently. "However, I~m willin' to go back, as I guess we've
gone for enough."
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He spoke to Perley, and then moved the tiller to come cabin. Get off her wet clothes and put her in one of the
about.
bunks. That may prevent her from catching cold."
Duck your head.s, girls, and then jump over to the other
Before the sailboat got abreast of the island where the
side."
picnic party was Ruth came out of the cabin, after attending to Amy, and told Tom the story of how Dave Hawley
Amy ducked and made a spring for the other side.
As she did so a sharp flaw struck the sail, tore the sheet, had treated them.
Her brother was pretty mad and threatened to haul Dave.
attached to the boom out of Dave's hand, and away went
over the coals.
the spar to leeward out of his reach.
Then he had a long story to tell Ruth about his advenThe catboat careened suddenly and then righted in the
tures since leaving home, which was hardly finished by the
trough of the waves.
.
If nothing more serious than that had happened all time he ran alongS:ide a wharf at the town.
Ruth hurried to Amy's home for dry clothes for lier
might have gone well; for by bringing the boat up into the
wind Hawley could have coaxed the boom aboard again and chum, and when Amy was once more dressed she couldn't
thank Tom enough for saving her life.
secured it.
"Don't say any more, Amy," he replied, in a happy tone.
It happened, however, that when the catboat careened
"I'm
only too glad I was on hand to render you this serAmy lost her balance and in the twinkling of an eye went
vice."
,overboard.
•
Tom sent the girls home, hired a cart and had his boxes
Her shrill scream was heard by Tom Whitney, whose sailof
treasure carried to his house, where he was received with
boat was only a short distance away at the moment, and
open
arms by hi! astonished mother.
who happened to be watching the catboat to try and make
He
told his story more completely at the tea table, and
out who were aboard of her.
when
the
contents of the boxes were revealed his mother
·In a moment he sprang to his feet in great excitement.
and
sister
could scarcely believe their eyes.
"One of those girls has gone overboard," he cried, turnA
week
later,
when the Polly Ann anchored in the haring his boat's head in the direction where the accident had
bor,
and·
Captain
Kedge came ashore to break the news of
happened. "I must save her."
her son's disappearance to Mrs. Whitney, almost the first
He bore down on the spot where Amy had disappeared,
person he ran across was Tom himself, looking as swell as
at the same time grabbing up a line to throw to her.
Presently he saw her head appear a):iove the surface a a nabob's heir.
The news soon circulated through Gloucester that the
short distance away.
Whitneys had received a legacy, for they sold the humble
He threw the coiled rope at her as straight as a die, and
cottage and went to live in a mu,ch more pretentious one,
then seized a boathook.
where they had every comfort they_could wish for.
The line fell about Amy's head, and she instinctively
Tom bought a fine schooner and went into the coasting
caught hold of it.
trade on his own hook.
Tom threw the boat into the wind a.nd then pulled in on
He was successful from the start, and was regarded as
the ropl!, drawing the unfortunate girl up to the side of one of Gloucester's rising young citizens.
the boat, when he reached down with both hands and pulled
In the course of three years he married Amy Wilson,
her into the cockpit.
t
which happy event took place last June.
"Amy Wilson!" he cried, as he recognized her.
He did not prosecute Buck Hawley nor his graceless son
"Tom!" she gasped, and then sank back exhausted in for the part they played in his abduction from Boston,
his arms.
largely because their rascality had opened the door of
By this time Dave Hawley had recovered the boom and wealth to him, enabling him to take RoR'rUNE ON THE
had thrown his boat into the wind, too.
WING.
As the two craft came almost together Tom recognized
his sister a<> well as the two boys in the catboat.
THE END.
He was astonished beyond measure to find Amy and his
sister in such company.
Read "'.PRE ROAD TO SUCCESS; OR, THE CA~
At the same time Hawley was amazed to behold the boy
REER O:B" A FORTUNATE BOY," which will be the next
he supposed to be far away at sea by-that time.
number (59) of "Fame and Fortune Weekly."
"Ruth!" cried Tom:
"Oh, •rom !" exclaimed his sister; "is that you? Take
me aboard."
SPECIAL NOTICE : All back numbl!rs of this weekly
"Sure I will," and he did in short order, without ex- are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
changing a word with his enemy.
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
The two bo.ats then fell apart.
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
.
"Look after Amy, Ruth," said Tom, deferring an ex- SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
planation for the present. "You ca:n. take her into the you order by return mail.

WILD WEST WEEKLY
Amagazine Containing Stoiries, Sketehes, ete., of· «testeirn hife.
:B-Y- .A.1'T C>:L:J:> BOC>'UT.
32 PAGES

PRICE 5 CENTS.

32 PAGES.

EACH NUMBER IN A HANDSOME COLORED COVER.
All of these exciting stories · are founded on facts. Young Wild West ls a hero with whom the author was acquainted.
His daring deeds and thrilling adventures have never been surpassed. They form the base of the most dashing stories
ever published. Read the following numbers of this most interesting magazine and be convinced:
LATEST ISSUES·
•

154 Young Wild West and the Flattened Bullet; or, The Man Who
Would not Drop.
155 Young Wild West's Gold Game; or, Arletta'& Full Hand.
156 Young Wild West's Cowboy Scrimmage; or, Cooking a Crowd of
Crooks.
157 Young Wild West and the Arizona Athlete ; or, The Duel that
Lasted a Week.
158 Young Wild West and the Kansas Cowboys; or, Arietta's Clean
Score.
159 Young Wild West Doublmg H is Luck; or, '£he Mine that M1t.de a
Million.
160 Young Wild West and the Loop of Death; or, Arletta' s Gold
Cache.
161 Young Wild West at Bolling Butte; or, Hop Wah and the Higbbinders.
162 Young Wild West Paying the Pawnees; or, Arietta Held for
Ransom.
163 Young Wild West's Shooting Match; or, The "Show-Down" at
Shasta.
164 Young Wild West · at Death Divide; or, Arietta'e Great Fight.
165 Young Wild West and the Scarlet Seven; or, Arletta'e Daring
Leap.
166 Young Wild West's Mirror Shot; or, Rattling the Renegades.
167 Young Wild West and the Greaser Gang; or. Arietta as a Spy.
168 Young Wild West lesing a Million; or, How Arletta Helped Him
Out.
169 Young Wild West and the Rallroad Robbers; or, Lively Work In
Utah.
170 Young Wild West Corrallng the Cow-Punchers; or, Arletta'& Swim
for Life.
171 Young Wild West "Facing the Music"; or, The Mistake the Lynchers Made.
172 Young Wild West and "Montana Mose"; or, Arietta's Messenger
of Death.
173 Young Wild West at Grizzly Gulch; or, The Shot that Saved the
Camp.
17,4 Young Wiid West on the Warpath; or, Arletta Among the Arapahoe&.
175 Young Wild West and "Nebraska Nick''; or, The Cattle Thieves
of the Platte.
176 Young Wild West and the Magic Mine ; or, How Arietta Solved 1.
Mystery.
177 Young .Wild West as a Cavalry Scout; or, Saving the Settlers.
178 Young Wild West Beatin~ the Bandits; or, Arletta's Best Shot.
179 Young Wild West and 'Crazy Hawk"; or, The Redskins' Last
Raid.
180 Young Wild West Chasing the Cowboys; or, Arletta the Lariat
Queen.
181 Youn,1t Wild W.eet and the Treaoherouij Trapper; or, Lost in the Great
North Woods.
.
182 Young Wild West's Dash to Deadwood; or, Arletta and tbe
Kidnappers.
183 Young Wiid West's Sliver Scoop ; or, Cleaning Up a Hundred
Thousand.

184 Young
. Wild West and the Oregon Outlaws; or, Arletta as a
0

.Judae."

.

185 Young Wild West and "Mexican Matt"; or, Routing the Rawhide
Rarigers.
186 Young Wild West and the Comanche Queen; or, Arletta as an
Archer.
187 Young Wild West and the "Gold Ring"; or, The Flashy Five of
Four Flush.
188 Young Wiid West's Double Rescue; or, Arletta's Race With
Death.
.
189 Young Wiid West and the Texas Rangers; or, Crooked Work on
,
the Rio Grande.
'
190 Young Wild West's Branding Bee; or, Arletta and the Cow
Punchers.
191 Young Wiid West and His Partner's Pile, and How Arletta
Saved It.
193 Young Wiid West's Buckhorn Bowle, and ·How It Saved His
Partners.
194 Young Wlld West In the Haunted Hills; or, Arletta and the Aztt.c
Arrow.
195 Yo::,yfer~lld West's Cowboy Dance ; or, Arletta' s Ann\)ylng Ad196 Young Wild West's Double Shot; or, Cheyenne Charlie's Lite
Line.
197 Young Wild West at Gold Gorge; or, Arletta and th Drop et
Death.
198 Young Wild Wesf 'and the Gulf Gang; or,_ Arletta•s Three Shots.
1\)9 Young Wild West's Treasure Trove; or, The Wonderful Luck of
the Girls.
200 Young Wild West's Leap in the Dark; or, Arletta and the Underground Stream. .
201 Young Wild West and the Silver Queen; or, The Fate of the
Mystic Ten. ·
202 Young Wild West Striking it Rich ; or, Arletta and the Cave of
Gold.
203 Young Wiid West's Relay Race; or, The Fight at Fort Feather.
204 Young Wild West and the "Crooked Cowboys" ; or, Arietta and the
Cattle Stampede.
205 Young Wild West at Sizzling Fork; or, A Hot Time With the
Claim Jumpers.
206 Young Wild West and "Big Bul!'alo"; or, Arletta at the Stake.
207 Young Wild West Raiding the Raiders; or, The Vengeance of the
Vlgllants.
208 Young Wild West's Royal Flush; or, Arletta and the Gamblers.
2 09 Young Wild West and the Prairie Pirates; or, The Fight for the Box
of Gold.
210 Young Wild West Daring Death: or, How the Sorrel Sav11rl Ariett a.
211 Young Wild West Corraliug the Comanches; or, Arlett.a o.nd the Eilrnr
Tomaha.wk.
212 Young Wild West at $pangle Springe: or, The Toujhe~t '.!'own in Texas.
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No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARD$.-Em·
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.-Containing the most ap- bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with ii·
proved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of lustrations. BJr A. Anderson.
No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS diseases by animal· magnetism, or, magnetic healing. Hy Prof. Leo
IJontainin!\' deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjur~ra
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.
and mag1c1ans. .A.r1·anged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

MESMERISM.

PALMISTRY.

· No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.-Containing the most apMAGIC.
proved methods of reading the Jines on the hand, together wi t h
No. ~· HOW TO DO TRICKS.-The great book of magic and
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, card tncks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the hea<l. By of the d~y, also ~~e most popular magical illusions as performed by
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.
our leadmg mag1c1ans; every boy should obtain & copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruct.
HYPNOTISM.
No., 22. H0!\7' 'l'O DO S~COND SIGHT.-Heller's second sight
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.-Containing valuable and in- explamed
his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also the secret bJ'.
were carried on between the magician and the
explaining the most approved methods which are em ployed by the boy on thedialogues
stage;
also giving all the codes and signals. IJ.'he Onl1.
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.
authentic explanation of second sight.
·
No. '13. HOW '1'0 BECOME A MAGICIAN.-Containing the
SPORTING.
. No. ·-21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.-The moot complete gran?est assort~ent <;>f magical illusions ever placed before the
hunting· and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- public. Also tricks with cal'ds. incantations, etc. ·
No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TlUCKS.-Containing over
l!ltr\ictions about guns,' bunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
one hundred highly amusing and instructive trickil with chemicals.
t ogethe1· with descriptions of game and fish.
"'~ No. 26. ·HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.-Fully By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.-Containing over
illvstrl!'.ted. Every boy should know how to row w d sail a boat.
Full instructions are given in this little book, together wi th in- ~fty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain·
mg
the secret of second sight. Fully Illustrated. By A. Anderson.
atructions on swimming and riding, compani<>n sports to boating.
. . No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.- . No._ 70. HOW '.J'O MA:KE MAGIC TOYS.-Containing full
A complete treatise on the horse. Dtscribing the most useful horses directions for mak1Dg Magic 'l'oys and devices of many kinds. B.Y.
·
for business, the best horses for the roa<l ; also valuable recipes for A. An<lerson. Fully illus!4-ated.
No. 73._ HOW. TO J?O TRICKS WITH NUMBEJRS.-Showing
diseases pecaliar to the horse.
many
currnus
tricks
wi
th
figures
and
the
magic
of numbers. By A.
No. 48. HOW '1'0 BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.-A handy
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes Ande rson. Fully ill ust rated.
.No. 7.5. HO\Y 'l'O ~ECOME A CONJUROR. - Containing
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
tr1.cks "'.'1tJ:i Dom1D?s, Dice, Cups anJ Balls, Hats, etc. · Embracing
B y C. Stansfield Hi cks.
th1rty-s1x 11lustrat 1ons. B y A.•An de rson.
FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 18. H OW 'l'O D O 'l'HE BLAOK ART.-Oontaining a com.
No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.- plele description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
C ontaining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- t og-et her with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, Ill uslra ted.
a nd curious games of cards. A complete book.
MECHANICAL,
No. 23. HOW ·'l'O EXPLAIN DREAMS.-Everybody dreams,
No. 20. HOW 'fO BECOllIE AN U\ VENTOR.-Every boy
f rom the little child to the aged man and woman. 'l'his little book
shouh:
l
~:iow
how
inventions
originated. This book explains them
gives the explana tion to all kinds of dreams, t ogether wi th lucky
a ll, g m .~g cx aillplc~ ID electri city, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
a nd unlucky ,fays, and "Napoleon's Oraculum ," the book of fate.
No. 28. HOW TO '.rELL FORTUNES.-Everyone is desirous of pneuwa ucs, I! cehnr11cs, etc. T he most instructive book published.
knowing what his future life will bring forth, wh eth er happiness or . No. 50. HOW 'l'O BECOM ~ AN E TGINEER.-Containing full
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little IDSlrucuons how to proceed ID order to become a locomotive en·
book. Dny one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell gineer; o l ~ o directions fo r building a model locomotive· together
with n. fu ll description of eve rything an engineer should know.
the fortune of your friends.
No. Gi. now 'l'O MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.-Full
No. 76. now ·.ro TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.Containing rules for telling for tunes by the aid of lines of the hand, directions h ow to mal:e a B anjo, Violin, Zitber, lEolian Harp, Xyloph"'ne
and ot her musical instruments; together with a brief deor the secret of palm ist ry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 3cription of n early every mu sical instrument used in ancient or
modern ti mes. Proftrnely Hlustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bo r:dmaster of tbe Royal Bengal Marines.
ATHLETIC.
No. ~ti._ H OW '1'0 MAKE A MAG~C ~AN~EHN .-qontaining
No. 6. HOW TO BECOi\fE AN AT HLETE.-Giving full instruction for the nse of dumb bells, In<lian clubs, pa1·a Ile! bars, a description of tbe lantern, together with its history and IDvention.
horizonta l b a~s and various other met-hods of developing a good, Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
healthy mu scle ; containing over sixty illustrat ions. E very boy can illustrated. B y John Allen.
No. 71. HOW 'l'O DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-Containing
become sLrong anJ healthy by following the instructions contained
complete inst ructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
in this litul) book.
By
A. Anderson. Fully" illustrated.
No. ·10. ITOW TO BOX.-The nrt of self-defense made easy.
Contain ing over thirty illustrat ions of guards, blows, and the dilferLETTER WRITING.
ent positio ns of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTEBB.-A most com:plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
without an instructor.
No. 25. IIOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.-Containfog full and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LE'l".rERS TO LADIES.-Giving
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic ex~rcises.
~mlwacing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete inst ructions for writing ·letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduct ion. notes and requests.
A handy and useful book.
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GEN'l'LEMEN.No. 34. HOW •ro FENCE.-Containlng full Instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also
giving sample letters for instruction.
D escribed with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
No. 53. HOW TO WRITE J,ETTERS.-A wonderful little
positions in fencing. A complete book.
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
ca
TR ICKS WITH CARDS.
mother1 sis ter, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and anyNo. 51. HOW TO DO TRICK S WITH CARDS.-Containing body yon wi sh to write to. FJvery young man and every young
explanations of t'he general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable lady in t he land should have this book.
to card tricks i of card tricks wi th ordinary cards, and not requiring
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.-Con1leight-of-bana; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
11P9Cially prepared cards. B:5' Pl'ofessor Haffner. Illustrated.
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.

THE STAGE.
No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.-Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
•'!st famous en~ men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
tlus wonderful little book.
No . . 4~. THEJ ~OYS OF l'{EJW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.Conta1~mg a varied a~ Qft~ent of ::;tump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. .A.lso end mens Jokes. Just the thing for home amuseent and amateur shows.
No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
.L~D JOK]jJ B<?OK.:--Something new and very instructive. Every
s~ould obta1p this book, as it contains full instructions for orpmzmg an amateur minstrel troupe.
No. 65. l\1ULDOON'S JOKES ..-'l'his is one of the most original
joke ~ooks ever publishe~. and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
eontams a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums etc. of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical' joke~ of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.
No .. 79. H<;>W TO BECOi\IE AN ACTOR.-Containing complete mstruotions how to make up for various characters on the
lltage. ; tog~t)ler with the duties of the Stage l\Ianager, Prompter,
l!cemc .A.rt1st and Property l\lan. By a prominent Stage Manager.
N!J . 80. GUS WILLIAJ\IS' JOK~ BOOK. -Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular Germ&n comedian. Sixty-fot1r pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

No: 31. H<;>W T9 BECOl\IE A SPEJ.A.KER.-Containing folll'"
teen illustrations, giving the different posil:ions requisite to beco•
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
aJl the popular !luthors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mOlt
simple and conc1s3 manner possible.
No. 49. _HOW TO DEBATE.-Giving rules for conducting d..
bates, outlmes for debater, questions for discussion and the bed
sources for procuring info:·mation on the questions given.

SOCI ETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIR'l'.-The arts and wiles of flirtation are
fully exph~iJ'.!ed by this little book. Besides the various methods of
lia.L<lkerch1ef,. fan , glove, p.:irasol, window and hat flirtation, it con•
~ams a .full list of the language and sentiment of flowers , which i•
m.terestmg to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happJ
without one. ..
·
No. 4. HOW 'l'O DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by Frank 'fousey. It contai ns full instructions in,the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at partie1,
how to Clr<'ss, and full directions foL' calling off in all popular square
dances.
No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.-A complc t~ guide to Jove,
courtship and maniage, giving sensible advice, rul es and etiquette
to be observed, \~ith many curious and interesting things not gen·
erally known.
No. 17. HOW •.ro DRESS.-Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad giving the
selections of colors, material. and how to have them made up.
No. 18. HOW '.rO BECOl\IE BE.A.UTIFUL.-One of the
HOUSEKEEPING.
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW G.A.RDElN.-Containing Everybody
wishes to know l;iow to become beautiful, both male and
full instructions fol! con1$tvµct ing a window 1:mrden either in town female. 'l'he secret is simple, and
almost costless. Read this book
or country, and tpe most approved methods fo1· raising beautiful and be convinced how to become
beautiful.
llowers at hpme. The most complete book of the kind ever published.
BIRDS ANb ANIMALS.
No. 30. HOW 'l'O COOK.-One of the most instructive books
No. 7. HOW '.rO KEEP BIHDS.-Handsomely illustrated and
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats contaipiug
full instructions for the management and training of the
llllh, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
mockingbird, bobolink. blackbird, paroquet, parrot, E:tc.
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of pur most popular canary,
No.
30.
HOW
TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY PIGEONS ANp
cooks.
useful and instructive book. Handsom.,ely VLu11·
No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.-It contains information for RABBITS.-A
lly Ira Drofraw.
• .
tterybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to trated.
40. HOW TO l\IAKE AND SET TRAPS.-IncludjQf li1n'ta
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments onNo.
to catch moles, weasels, otter, 1;ats, squirrels _!Ind ..bifdB.
brackets, cements, .A.eolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. ' Alsohow
how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.
EL.l;:CTRICAL·
No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND .A.NIMALS ....!....A
No. 46. HOW TO l\IAKE .A.ND USE ELECTRICITY.-A de- valuable
book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounfins
ecription of tile wonf.]erfJ.11 ttseii of electl"icity and electro magnetism; and preservin~
birds, ani mals and insects.
together with full instructions for making Electric 'l'oys, Batteries,
No.
54.
HOW TO KEEP .A.ND MAN.A.GE PETS.-Giving com·
etc. By Qeorge TreJ:iel, .A. M., M. D. Cont;iining over fifty il- plete information
as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
lustrations.
taming, breeding, and managing
kinds of pets; also giving fnll
No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL l\IACIIINES.-Con- instructions for making cages, etc.all Fully
explained by twenty-eight
ta~ning fnll directions for making electrical m:i.<;!hincs, induction
illustrations,
making
it
the
most
complete
book of the kind ever
co1ls, dynamos. and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. published.
By R. A. R . Bennett. Fully illusti•ated.
No. 67. HOW 'l'O DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a
MISCELLANEOUS.
large collection of instructive and highly amusing elactrical tricks
No. 8. HOW 'l'O BECOi\IE A SCIENTIST.-'A useful and intogether with illustrations. By A.. Anderson.
' structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also experiments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and diE NTE RTA IN ME NT.
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thia
No. 9. IJOW TO BECO~IE A VENTRILOQUIST.-By Harry book cannot be equaled.
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intellit'ent boy reading
No. 14. HOW TO l\IAKE CANDY.-A complete hand-book for
th is book of instructions, by a practical professor ldelighting multi- making all kinds of candy. ice-crean:!.._syrup~essences. etcu etc.
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
No. 8-±. ·HOW 'l'O BECOME A1Y AUTnOR.-Containing full
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
rreatest book C'ver published. and there's millions (of fun) in it.
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. .A.lso containing
No. 20. HOW '1'0 ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.-A valuab le information as to the neatness, legibility and general comvery valuable little hook just published. A complete compendium position of manuscript, essentia l to a successful author. By Prince
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable ·.Hiland.
.
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the · No. 38. HOW TO BECOi'IIE YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A won•
money than any book published.
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GA:\fES.-A complete and useful little treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
book, containing the rules and ri:!gulations of billiards, bagatelie, family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com·
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc.
plaints.
.
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUl\fS.-Containing all
No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-Con·
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arrangin'
and witty sayings.
· of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.
.
No. 52. HOW '1'0 PLAY (JARDS.-A complete and handy little
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King Brady,
book, giving the rules and f 1.;,_ ' irections for playing Euchre, Crib- the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
bage, Casino, Forty-Five,
ce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventure1
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.-Containing over three hun·
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME .A. PHOTOGRAPHER.-Contain·
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A ing 1l.seful information regarding' the Camera and how to work it;
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.
ETIQUETTE.
Abney.
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-It
Ill a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know CADElT.-Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
all about. There's happiness in it.
No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.-Containing the rules and etiquette Guard, PoliCIJ R egulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shquld
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- know to be a Cadet. Ccmpiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.-Complete in·
ln the drawing-room.
•
strnctiona of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. of grounds and buildings, histori~al sketch, and everything a bo7
--Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Co~
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and writtC'n by lA1 Senarens, author of "How to Become
West Point Military Cadet."
with many standard readings.

'°Y.

I

rr,

a

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH. OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, :Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.

WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY

A COMPL ETE STORY EVERY W"EEK
BY THE BEST AUTHORS
Price 5 Cents
Price 5·Cents
,.:- HA,NDSOME ILLUSTRATED COVERS

32-PAGES OF READING MATTER

ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY .._

Interesting Stories of Adventure in All Parts of the World
~

•

'

..- TAKE NOTICE! .....

This handsome weekly contains intensely interesting stories of adventure on a great variety o'f
subjects. Each number is replete with rousing situations and lively incidents. The heroes are
bright, manly fellows, who overcome all obstacles by sheer force of brains and grit and win wellmerited success. We have secured a staif of new authors, who write these stories in a manner
which will be a source of pleasure and profit to the reader. Each number has a handsome colored illustration made by the most expert artists. Large sums of money are being spent to make
this one .of the best weeklies ever published.
'·
·•

.....Here is a List of Some of the Titles.....
l Smashing the Auto Record ; or, Bart Wilson at the Speed Lever.
By Edward N. Fox.
2 Ott the Ticker; or, Fate at a Moment's Notice. By Tom Dawson.
8 From Cadet to Captain ; or, Dick Danford's West Point Nerve. By
Lieut. J . J . Barry.
4 The Get-There Boys ; or, Making Things Hum In Honduras. By
Fred Warburton.
5 Written In Cipher; or, The Skein Jack Barry Unravelled. By Prof.
·
Oliver Owens.
6 The No-Good Boys; or, Downing a Tough Name. By A. Howard
De Witt.
,
7 Kicked off the Earth ; or, Ted Trlm's Hard Luck Cure. By Rob
Roy.
8 Doing It Quick ; or, Ike Brown's Hustle at Panama. By Captain
Hawthorn, U. S. N.
•
u In the ' Frisco Earthquake; or, Bob Brag's Day of Terror. By
Prof. Oliver Owens.
10' We, Us & Co. ; or, Seeing Life with a Vaudeville Show. By Edward N. Fox.
11 Cut Out for an Officer; or, Corporal Ted In the Philippines. By
Lieut. J. J . Barry:
12 A Fool for Luck ; or, The Boy Who Turned Boss. By Fred War·
burton.
13 'rhe Great Gaul "Beat" ; or, Phil Winston's Start In Reporting.
By A. Howard De Witt.
.l4 Out for Gold ; or, 'rhe Boy Who Knew the Dltterence. By Tom
Dawson.
15 The Boy Who Balked ; or, Bob Brisbane's Big Kick. By Frank
Irving.
16 Slicker tban Silk ; or, The Smoothest Boy Alive. By Rob Roy.

17 The Keg of Diamonds ; or, After the Treasure of the Caliphs. By
Tom Dawson.
•
18 Sandow, Junior; or, The Boy Who Looked Puny. By Prof. OUver
Owen&.
19 Won by Blurt; or Jack Mason's Marble Face. By Frank Irving.
20 On the Lobster Shift ; or, The Herald's &tar Reporter. By A.
H
d D Witt
owar
e
·
·
21 Under the Vendetta's &tee!; or, A Yankee Boy In Cor1Ica. By
Lieut. J . J. Barry.
22 Too Green to Burn; or. The Luck of Being a Boy. By Rob Roy.
23 In Fool' s Paradise; or, The Boy Who Had Things Easy. By Fred
Warburton.
24 One Boy In a Miiiion ; or, The Trick That Paid. By Edward N.
Fo::t.
25 In Spite of Himself; or, Serving the Russian Pol!ce. By Prof.
Oliver Owens.
26 Kicked Into Luck; or, The Way Nate Got There. By Rob Roy.
27 The Prince of Owls ; or, The Man-Trap of Death Valley. By A.
Howard De
ltt.
28 Living In His Hat ; or, The Wide World His Home. By Edward
N. Fo::t.
29 All for President Diaz; or, A Hot Time In Mexico. By Lieut. J. J.
Barry.
80 The Easiest Ever; or, How Tom Fiiied a Money Barrel. By Capt.
Hawthorn, U. S. N.
31 In the Sultan's Eye ; or, Beating the Porte's Game. By Tom
Dawson.
32 The Crater of Gold ; or, Dick Hope's Find In the Phlllpplne1. By
Fred Warburton.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

24 Union Square, New York.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our libraries, and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and tlll
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to 7ou by return mail.
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"
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"
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Fame and Fortune Weeki
STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY
By A

SELF-MADE MAN

32 Pages of Reading Matter

•

Handsome Colored Cover

A new.one issued every Friday

Price 5 cents a copy

• •

This Weekly. contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of
passing opportunities. Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives of our most successful self-made
men, and show· how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can bticome famous and wealthy. Every one of this serlei!
contains a good moral tone which makes "Fame and Fortune ·weekly " a magazine for the home, although each number
is replete with exciting adventures. The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists. and
every ef!'ort is constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands. Tell your friends about it.

ALREADY PUBLISHED.
1
2
3
•
5
6
7

A Lucky Deal ; or, The Cutest Boy in Wail Street.
Born to Good Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded.
A Corner in Corn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick.
A Game of Chance; or, The Boy Who Won Ont.
Hara to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wail Street.
Building a Railroad; or, The' Young Contractors of Lakeview.
Winning His Way ; or, The Youngest Editor in Green ltiver.
s '.1.'he Wheel of Fortune; or, The Record of a Seif·Made Boy.
9 Nip and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street.
10 A Copper Harvest; or. The Boys Who Worked a Deserted Mine.
11 A Lucky Penny; or, The J;'ortunes of a Boston Hoy .
12 A Diamond in the Rough ; or, A Brave Boy's Start in Life.
13 Baiting the Bears; or, The Nerviest Boy in Wail St reet.
14 A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Cou ld Not be Downed.
15 A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who F eathered His Nest.
16 A Good Thing ; or, The Boy Who Made a J<'orttme.
17 King of the Market; or, The Young Trader in Wail Street.
lll Pure Grit; or, One Bo~ in a Thousand.
19 A Rise in Life; or, The Career of a Factory Boy.
20 A Barrel of Money ; or, A Bright Boy in Wail Street.
21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager.
22 How He Got There; or, '.rhe Pluckiest Boy "of Them All.
23 l!ound to Win; or, The Boy Who Got Ri ch.
2-1 Pushing It Through; or, '.l.'be Fate of a _Lucky Rpy.
25 A Born Speculator ; or, The Young Sphmx of " al l Street.
26 '.rhe Way to Success; or, Tbe Boy Who Got There.
27 Struck Oil; or. 'The Boy Who Made a Million.
28 A Golden Risk ; or, The Young Miners of Delia Cruz.
?9 A Sure Winner; or, Tbe Boy \\ho " "ent Out " 'ith a Circus.
iio Golden Fleece: or. The Boy Brokers of Wa ll Street.
31 A Mad Cap Scheme: or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Cocos Island.
32 Adrift on the World; or, "'orking His Way to Fortune.

( 33 Playing to Win ; or, The Foxiest Boy In Wail Street.
34 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums.
~a
" A Young l\lonte Cristo; or, The Richest Boy in the World.
6 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Who
Ran a Railroad.
<lo Beating the Brokers; or, '.l.'he Boy Who "Couldn't be Done."
31:! A Holling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record.
I 39 :-lever Say Die; or, 1:'he Young Surveyor of H appy Valley.
40 Almost a Man; or, Wmning His Way to the Top.
41 Hoss of the Market; or, '.1.'he Greatest Boy in Wall Street.
42 The Chance of His Life; or, The Young Pilot or Crystal Lai<e.
43 Striving for Fortune; or, F rom Bell·Boy to Millionaire.
44 Out !or Business; o t·, The Smartest Boy in Town.
45 A Fa"l'orite of Fortune; or, Striking It Hich in Wail Str.eet.
46 Through Thick and Thin; or, The Adventures of a ::!mart Uoy.
47 Doing His Level Best; or, Working Ills Way Up.
48 Always on Deck; or, The Boy Who Made His Mark.
49 A l\1mt of Uoney: or, The Young Wail Street llroker.
50 Tbe Ladd~r of l~ame: or, From Otllce Boy to Se nator.
51 On the Square; or, The Success of an Honest Bo:v.
52 After a Fonune; or, The Pluckiest Boy in the West.
53 Winning the Dollars; or. Th e Yonng Wonder of "'all StrPPt.
54 l\Iaking Bis l\Iark; or, The Boy " "ho Became President.
55 Heir to a l\Iiliion: or, The Boy " 'bo Was Born Lucky.
56 Lost in the Andes: or. The Treasure of the Buried City.
57 On His Mettle; or, A Plncky Boy in 'Va ll Street.
58 A Lu cky Chance ; or. Taking Fortune on the \\"lug .
,
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